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LUCEETIA; 

OR, 

-- 

THE   CHILDKEN  OF  NIGHT, 
CHAPTEK    IV. 

John  Ardworth. 

AT  noon  the  next  day,  Beck,  restored  to  his  grandeur, 
was  at  the  helm  of  his  state  ;  Percival  was  vainly  try- 
ing to  be  amused  by  the  talk  of  two  or  three  loungers 
who  did  him  the  honour  to  smoke  a  cigar  in  his  rooms  ; 
and  John  Ardworth  sat  in  his  dingy  cell  in  Gray's  Inn, 
with  a  pile  of  law  books  on  the  table,  and  the  daily 
newspapers  carpeting  a  footstool  of  'Hansard's  Debates' 
upon  the  floor  —  no  unusual  combination  of  studies 
amongst  the  poorer  and  more  ardent  students  of  the 
law,  who  often  owe  their  earliest,  nor  perhaps  their 
least  noble  earnings,  to  employment  in  the  empire  of 
the  Press.  By  the  power  of  a  mind  habituated  to 
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labour,  and  backed  by  a  frame  of  remarkable  strength 
and  endurance,  Ardworth  grappled  with  his  arid  stud- 
ies not  the  less  manfully  for  a  night  mainly  spent  in 
a  printer's  office,  and  stinted  to  less  than  four  hours' 
actual  sleep.  But  that  sleep  was  profound  and  refresh- 
ing as  a  peasant's.  The  nights  thus  devoted  to  the 
Press  (he  was  employed  in  the  sub-editing  of  a  daily 
journal),  the  mornings  to  the  law,  he  kept  distinct  the 
two  separate  callings  with  a  stern  subdivision  of  labour, 
which  in  itself  proved  the  vigour  of  his  energy  and  the 
resolution  of  his  will.  Early  compelled  to  shift  for 
himself,  and  carve  out  his  own  way,  he  had  obtained  a 
small  fellowship  at  the  small  college  in  which  he  had 
passed  his  academic  career.  Previous  to  his  arrival  in 
London,  by  contributions  to  political  periodicals,  and  a 
high  reputation  at  that  noble  debating  society  in  Cam- 
bridge which  has  trained  some  of  the  most  eminent  of 
living  public  men,*  he  had  established  a  name  which 
was  immediately  useful  to  him  in  obtaining  employ- 
ment on  the  Press.  Like  most  young  men  of  practical 
ability,  he  was  an  eager  politician.  The  popular  pas- 
sion of  the  day  kindled  his  enthusiasm,  and  stirred  the 
depths  of  his  soul  with  magnificent,  though  exaggerated 
hopes  in  the  destiny  of  his  race.  He  identified  himself 

-  *  Amongst  those  whom  the  "Union"  almost  contemporaneously 
prepared  for  public  life,  and  whose  distinction  has  kept  the  promise 
of  their  youth,  we  may  mention  the  eminent  barristers,  Messrs 
Austin  and  Cockburn  ;  and  amongst  statesmen,  Lord  Grey,  Mr  C. 
Buller,  Mr  Charles  Villiers,  and  Mr  Macaulay.  Nor  ought  we  to 
forget  those  brilliant  competitors  for  the  prizes  of  the  University, 
Dr  Kennedy  (now  head  master  of  Shrewsbury  School),  and  the  late 
Winthrop  M.  Praed. 
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with  the  people ;  his  stout  heart  "beat  loud  in  their 
stormy  cause.  His  compositions,  if  they  wanted  that 
knowledge  of  men,  that  subtle  comprehension  of  the 
true  state  of  parties,  that  happy  temperance  in  which 
the  crowning  wisdom  of  statesmen  must  consist — quali- 
ties which  experience  alone  can  give — excited  consider- 
able attention  by  their  bold  eloquence  and  hardy  logic. 
They  were  suited  to  the  time.  But  John  Ardworth 
had  that  solidity  of  understanding  which  betokens 
more  than  talent,  and  which  is  the  usual  substratum 
of  genius.  He  would  not  depend  alone  on  the  precari- 
ous and  often  unhonoured  toils  of  polemical  literature 
for  that  distinction  on  which  he  had  fixed  his  steadfast 
heart.  Patiently  he  plodded  on  through  the  formal 
drudgeries  of  his  new  profession,  lighting  up  dulness 
by  his  own  acute  comprehension,  weaving  complexities 
into  simple  system  by  the  grasp  of  an  intellect  inured 
to  generalise  ;  and  learning  to  love  even  what  was 
most  distasteful,  by  the  sense  of  difficulty  overcome, 
and  the  clearer  vision  which  every  step  through  the 
mists,  and  up  the  hill,  gave  of  the  land  beyond.  Of 
what  the  superficial  are  apt  to  consider  genius,  John 
Ardworth  had  but  little.  He  had  some  imagination 
(for  a  true  thinker  is  never  without  that),  but  he  had 
a  very  slight  share  of  fancy.  He  did  not  flirt  with  the 
Muses  ;  on  the  granite  of  his  mind,  few  flowers  could 
spring.  His  style,  rushing  and  earnest,  admitted  at 
times  of  a  humour  not  without  delicacy — though  less 
delicate  than  forcible  and  deep — but  it  was  little 
adorned  with  wit,  and  still  less  with  poetry.  Yet 
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Ardworth  had  genius,  and  genius  ample  and  magnifi- 
cent. There  was  genius  in  that  industrious  energy  so 
patient  in  the  conquest  of  detail,  so  triumphant  in  the 
perception  of  results.  There  was  genius  in  that  kindly 
sympathy  with  mankind — genius  in  that  stubborn  de- 
termination to  succeed — genius  in  that  vivid  compre- 
hension of  affairs,  and  the  large  interests  of  the  world 
— genius  fed  in  the  labours  of  the  closet,  and  evinced 
the  instant  he  was  brought  in  contact  with  men ; 
evinced  in  readiness  of  thought,  grasp  of  memory,  even 
in  a  rough  imperious  manner,  which  showed  him  born 
to  speak  strong  truths,  and  in  their  name  to  struggle 
and  command. 

Eough  was  this  man  often  in  his  exterior,  though 
really  gentle  and  kind-hearted.  John  Ardworth  had 
sacrificed  to  no  Graces ;  he  would  have  thrown  Lord 
Chesterfield  into  a  fever.  Hot  that  he  was  ever  vulgar, 
for  vulgarity  implies  affectation  of  refinement,  but  he 
talked  loud,  and  laughed  loud  if  the  whim  seized  him, 
and  rubbed  his  great  hands  with  a  boyish  heartiness  of 
glee,  if  he  discomfited  an  adversary  in  argument.  Or, 
sometimes  he  would  sit  abstracted  and  moody,  and 
answer  briefly  and  boorishly  those  who  interrupted 
him.  Young  men  were  mostly  afraid  of  him,  though 
he  wanted  but  fame  to  have  a  set  of  admiring  disciples. 
Old  men  censured  his  presumption,  and  recoiled  from 
the  novelty  of  his  ideas.  "Women  alone  liked  and  ap- 
preciated him,  as,  with  their  finer  insight  into  character, 
they  generally  do,  what  is  honest  and  sterling.  Some 
strange  failings,  too,  had  John  Ardworth — some  of  the 
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usual  vagaries  and  contradictions  of  clever  men.  As  a 
system,  he  was  rigidly  abstemious.  For  days  together 
he  would  drink  nothing  but  water,  eat  nothing  but 
bread,  or  hard  biscuit,  or  a  couple  of  eggs  :  then  having 
wound  up  some  allotted  portion  of  work,  Ardworth 
would  indulge  what  he  called  a  self-saturnalia — would 
stride  off  with  old  college  friends  to  an  inn  in  one  of 
the  suburbs,  and  spend,  as  he  said  triumphantly,  "  a 
day  of  blessed  debauch  ! "  Innocent  enough,  for  the 
most  part,  the  debauch  was ; — consisting  in  cracking 
jests,  stringing  puns,  a  fish  dinner  perhaps,  and  an 
extra  bottle  or  two  of  fiery  port.  Sometimes  this 
jollity,  which  was  always  loud  and  uproarious,  found 
its  scene  in  one  of  the  cider  cellars  or  midnight  taverns ; 
but  Ardworth's  labours  on  the  Press  made  that  latter 
dissipation  extremely  rare.  These  relaxations  were 
always  succeeded  by  a  mien  more  than  usually  grave, 
a  manner  more  than  usually  curt  and  ungracious,  an 
application  more  than  ever  rigorous  and  intense.  John 
Ardworth  was  not  a  good-tempered  man,  but  he  was 
the  best-natured  man  that  ever  breathed.  He  was  like 
all  ambitious  persons,  very  much  occupied  with  self, 
and  yet  it  would  have  been  a  ludicrous  misapplication 
of  words  to  call  him  selfish.  Even  the  desire  of 
fame  which  absorbed  him  was  but  a  part  of  benevo- 
lence— a  desire  to  promote  justice  and  to  serve  his 
kind. 

John  Ardworth's  shaggy  brows  were  bent  over  his 
open  volumes,  when  his  clerk  entered  noiselessly,  and 
placed  on  his  table  a  letter  which  the  twopenny  post- 
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man  had  just  delivered.  With  an  impatient  shrug  of 
the  shoulders,  Ardworth  glanced  towards  the  super- 
scription, but  his  eye  became  earnest  and  his  interest 
aroused,  as  he  recognised  the  hand.  "Again!"  he 
muttered,  "  what  mystery  is  this  ]  Who  can  feel  such 
interest  in  my  fate  1 "  He  broke  the  seal  and  read  as 
follows  : — 

"Do  you  neglect  my  advice,  or  have  you  begun  to 
act  upon  it  1  Are  you  contented  only  with  the  slow 
process  of  mechanical  application,  or  will  you  make  a 
triumphant  effort  to  abridge  your  apprenticeship,  and 
emerge  at  once  into  fame  and  power  1  I  repeat  that 
you  fritter  away  your  talents  and  your  opportunities 
upon  this  miserable  task-work  on  a  journal.  I  am 
impatient  for  you.  Come  forward  yourself,  put  your 
force  and  your  knowledge  into  some  work  of  which  the 
world  may  know  the  author.  Day  after  day,  I  am 
examining  into  your  destiny,  and  day  after  day  I  be- 
lieve more  and  more  that  you  are  not  fated  for  the 
tedious  drudgery  to  which  you  doom  your  youth.  I 
would  have  you  great,  but  in  the  senate,  not  a  wretched 
casuist  at  the  bar.  Appear  in  public  as  an  individual 
authority,  not  one  of  that  nameless  troop  of  shadows, 
contemned  while  dreaded  as,  the  Press.  Write  for 
renown.  Go  into  the  world,  and  make  friends.  Soften 
your  rugged  bearing.  Lift  yourself  above  that  herd 
whom  you  call  the  people.  What  if  you  are  born  of 
the  noble  class  ?  What  if  your  career  is  as  Gentleman 
not  Plebeian?  Want  not  for  money.  Use  what  I 
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send  you,  as  the  young  and  the  well-born  should  use 
it ;  or  let  it,  at  least,  gain  you  a  respite  from  toils  for 
bread — and  support  you  in  your  struggle  to  emancipate 
yourself  from  obscurity  into  fame. 

"  YOUR  UNKNOWN  FRIEND." 

A  bank-note  for  £100  dropped  from  the  envelope 
as  Ardworth  silently  replaced  the  letter  on  the  table. 

Thrice  before  had  he  received  communications  in  the 
same  handwriting,  and  much  to  the  same  effect.  Cer- 
tainly, to  a  mind  of  less  strength  there  would  have 
been  something  very  unsettling  in  those  vague  hints 
of  a  station  higher  than  he  owned — of  a  future  at  vari- 
ance with  the  toilsome  lot  he  had  drawn  from  the  urn ; 
but  after  a  single  glance  over  his  lone  position  in  all  its 
bearings  and  probable  expectations,  Ardworth's  steady 
sense  shook  off  the  slight  disturbance  such  misty  vati- 
cinations had  effected.  His  mother's  family  was  indeed 
unknown  to  him — he  was  even  ignorant  of  her  maiden 
name.  But  that  very  obscurity  seemed  unfavourable 
to  much  hope  from  such  a  quarter.  The  connections 
with  the  rich  and  well-born  are  seldom  left  obscure. 
From  his  father's  family  he  had  not  one  expectation. 
More  had  he  been  moved  by  exhortations  now  generally 
repeated,  but  in  a  previous  letter  more  precisely  detailed 
— viz.,  to  appeal  to  the  reading  public  in  his  acknow- 
ledged person,  and  by  some  striking  and  original  work. 
This  idea  he  had  often  contemplated  and  revolved  ; 
but  partly  the  necessity  of  keeping  pace  with  the  many 
exigencies  of  the  hour,  had  deterred  him,  and  partly 
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also  the  conviction  of  his  soher  judgment,  that  a  man 
does  himself  no  good  at  the  bar,  even  by  the  most 
brilliant  distinction  gained  in  discursive  fields.  He  had 
the  natural  yearning  of  the  Eestless  Genius ;  and  the 
Patient  Genius  (higher  power  of  the  two)  had  sup- 
pressed the  longing.  Still,  so  far,  the  whispers  of  his 
correspondent  tempted  and  aroused.  But  hitherto  he 
had  sought  to  persuade  himself  that  the  communications 
thus  strangely  forced  on  him,  arose,  perhaps,  from  idle 
motives — a  jest,  it  might  be,  of  one  of  his  old  college 
friends,  or  at  best  the  vain  enthusiasm  of  some  more 
credulous  admirer.  But  the  enclosure  now  sent  to 
him  forbade  either  of  those  suppositions.  Who  that 
he  knew  could  afford  so  costly  a  jest,  or  so  extravagant 
a  tribute  1  He  was  perplexed,  and  with  his  perplexity 
was  mixed  a  kind  of  fear.  Plain,  earnest,  unromantic 
in  the  common  acceptation  of  the  word,  the  mystery  of 
this  intermeddling  with  his  fate,  this  arrogation  of  the 
licence  to  spy,  the  right  to  counsel,  and  the  privilege 
to.  bestow,  gave  him  the  uneasiness  the  bravest  men 
may  feel  at  noises  in  the  dark.  That  day  he  could 
apply  no  more — he  could  not  settle  back  to  his  Law 
Reports.  He  took  two  or  three  unquiet  turns  up  and 
down  his  smoke-dried  cell,  then  locked  up  the  letter 
and  enclosure,  seized  his  hat,  and  strode,  with  his  usual 
lusty  swinging  strides,  into  the  open  air. 

But  still  the  letter  haunted  him.  "  And  if,"  he  said 
almost  audibly — "  if  I  were  the  heir  to  some  higher 
station,  why  then  I  might  have  a  heart  like  idle  men  ; 
and  Helen — beloved  Helen  ! " — he  paused,  sighed, 
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shook  his  rough  head,  shaggy  with  neglected  curls,  and 
added — "  As  if  even  then  I  could  steal  myself  into  a 
girl's  good  graces!  Man's  esteem  I  may  command, 
though  poor  ! — woman's  love  could  I  win,  though  rich! 
Pooh  !  pooh  !  every  wood  does  not  make  a  Mercury ; 
and,  faith,  the  wood  I  am  made  of  will  scarcely  cut  up 
into  a  lover." 

Nevertheless,  though  thus  soliloquising,  Ardworth 
mechanically  bent  his  way  towards  Brompton,  and 
halted,  half-ashamed  of  himself,  at  the  house  where 
Helen  lodged  with  her  aunt.  It  was  a  building  that 
stood  apart  from  all  the  cottages  and  villas  of  that 
charming  suburb,  half-way  down  a  narrow  lane,  and 
enclosed  by  high  melancholy  walls,  deep  set  in  which 
a  small  door,  with  the  paint  blistered  and  weather- 
stained,  gave  unfrequented  entrance  to  the  demesne.  A 
woman  servant  of  middle  age,  and  starched  puritanical 
appearance,  answered  the  loud  ring  of  the  bell,  and 
Ardworth  seemed  a  privileged  visitor,  for  she  asked 
him.  no  question,  as  with  a  slight  nod,  and  a  sinileless, 
stupid  expression  in  a  face  otherwise  comely,  she  led 
the  way  across  a  paved  path,  much  weed-grown,  to  the 
house.  That  house  itself  had  somewhat  of  a  stern  and 
sad  exterior.  It  was  not  ancient,  yet  it  looked  old 
from  shabbiness  and  neglect.  The  vine,  loosened  from 
the  rusty  nails,  trailed  rankly  against  the  wall,  and  fell 
in  crawling  branches  over  the  ground.  The  house  had 
once  been  Avhitewashed,  but  the  colour,  worn  off  in  great 
patches,  distained  with  damp,  struggled  here  and  there 
with  the  dingy  chipped  bricks  beneath.  There  was  no 
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peculiar  want  of  what  is  called  "  tenan table  repair  ;  " 
the  windows  were  whole,  and  doubtless  the  roof  shel- 
tered from  the  rain.  But  the  wood-work  that  encased 
the  panes  was  decayed,  and  houseleek  covered  the  tiles. 
Altogether  there  was  that  forlorn  and  cheerless  aspect 
about  the  place,  which  chills  the  visitor,  he  defines  not 
why.  And  Ardworth  steadied  his  usual  careless  step, 
and  crept,  as  if  timidly,  up  the  creaking  stairs. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room,  it  seemed  at  first 
deserted  ;  but  the  eye  searching  round,  perceived  some- 
thing stir  in  the  recess  of  a  huge  chair,  set  by  the 
tireless  hearth.  And  from  amidst  a  mass  of  coverings 
a  pale  face  emerged,  and  a  thin  hand  waved  its  welcome 
to  the  visitor. 

Ardworth  approached,  pressed  the  hand,  and  drew  a 
seat  near  to  the  sufferer's. 

"  You  are  better,  I  hope  ? "  he  said  cordially, — and 
yet  in  a  tone  of  more  respect  than  was  often  perceptible 
in  his  deep,  blunt  voice. 

"I  am  always  the  same,"  was  the  quiet  answer; 
"  come  nearer  still.  Your  visits  cheer  me." 

And  as  these  last  words  were  said,  Madame  Dalibard 
raised  herself  from  her  recumbent  posture,  and  gazed 
long  upon  Ard worth's  face  of  power  and  front  of 
thought.  "  You  over-fatigue  yourself,  my  poor  kins- 
man," she  said,  with  a  certain  tenderness  :  "  you  look 
already  too  old  for  your  young  years." 

"  That's  no  disadvantage  at  the  bar." 

"  Is  the  bar  your  means  or  your  end  1 " 

"My  dear  Madame  Dalibard,  it  is  my  profession." 
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"  No,  your  profession  is  to  rise.  John  Ardworth" — 
and  the  low  voice  swelled  in  its  volume — "you  are 
bold,  able,  and  aspiring ;  for  this  I  love  you — love  you 
almost — almost  as  a  mother.  Your  fate,"  she  continued, 
hurriedly,  "  interests  me ;  your  energies  inspire  me  with 
admiration.  Often  I  sit  here  for  hours,  musing  over 
your  destiny  to  be — so  that  at  times  I  may  almost  say 
that  in  your  life  I  live." 

Ardworth  looked  embarrassed,  and  with  an  awkward 
attempt  at  compliment,  he  began,  hesitatingly — "  I 
should  think  too  highly  of  myself,  if  I  could  really 
believe  that  you " 

"  Tell  me,"  interrupted  Madame  Dalibard  :  "  we  have 
had  many  conversations  upon  grave  and  subtle  matters ; 
we  have  disputed  on  the  secret  mysteries  of  the  human 
mind ;  we  have  compared  our  several  experiences  of 
outward  life  and  the  mechanism  of  the  social  world, — 
tell  me,  then,  and  frankly,  what  do  you  think  of  me  ? 
Do  you  regard  me  merely  as  your  sex  is  apt  to  regard 
the  woman  who  aspires  to  equal  men — a  thing  of 
borrowed  phrases  and  unsound  ideas — feeble  to  guide 
and  unskilled  to  teach?  or  do  you  recognise  in  this 
miserable  body  a  mind  of  force  not  unworthy  yours, 
ruled  by  an  experience  larger  than  your  own  ? " 

"I  think  of  you,"  answered  Ardworth,  frankly,  "as 
the  most  remarkable  woman  I  have  ever  met.  Yet,  do 
not  be  angry,  I  do  not  like  to  yield  to  the  influence  which 
you  gain  over  me  when  we  meet.  It  disturbs  my  con- 
victions— it  disquiets  my  reason — I  do  not  settle  back 
to  my  life  so  easily  after  your  breath  has  passed  over  it." 
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"  And  yet,"  said  Lucretia,  with  a  solemn  sadness  in 
her  voice,  "that  influence  is  but  the  natural  power 
which  cold  maturity  exercises  on  ardent  youth.  It  is 
my  mournful  advantage  over  you  that  disquiets  your 
happy  calm.  It  is  my  experience  that  unsettles  the 
fallacies  which  you  name  '  convictions.'  Let  this  pass. 
I  asked  your  opinion  of  me,  because  I  wished  to  place 
at  your  service  all  that  knowledge  of  life  which  I 
possess.  In  proportion  as  you  esteem  me,  you  will 
accept  or  reject  my  counsels." 

"  I  have  benefited  by  them  already.  It  is  the  tone 
that  you  advised  me  to  assume  that  gave  me  an 
importance  I  had  not  before  with  that  old  formalist 
whose  paper  I  serve,  and  Avhose  prejudices  I  shock ;  it 
is  to  your  criticisms  that  I  owe  the  more  practical  turn 
of  my  writings,  and  the  greater  hold  they  have  taken 
on  the  public." 

"Trifles  indeed,  these,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with 
a  half  smile.  "  Let  them  at  least  induce  you  to  listen 
to  me,  if  I  propose  to  make  your  path  more  pleasant, 
yet  your  ascent  more  rapid." 

Ardworth  knit  his  brows,  and  his  countenance  as- 
sumed an  expression  of  doubt  and  curiosity.  However, 
he  only  replied,  with  a  blunt  laugh — 

"  You  must  be  wise,  indeed,  if  you  have  discovered 
a  royal  road  to  distinction  ! 

'  Ah,  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 
The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar ! ' 

A  more  sensible  exclamation  than  poets  usually  prei'ace 
with  their  whining  '  Ah's'  and  '  Oh' s  ! ' " 

. 
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"  What  we  are  is  nothing,"  pursued  Madame  Dali- 
bard  ;  "  what  we  seem  is  much." 

Ardworth  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and 
shook  his  head.  The  wise  woman  continued,  unheed- 
ing his  dissent  from  her  premises. 

"  Everything  you  are  taught  to  value  has  a  likeness, 
and  it  is  that  likeness  which  the  world  values.  Take 
a  man  out  of  the  streets,  poor  and  ragged,  what  will 
the  world  do  with  him  ?  Send  him  to  the  workhouse, 
if  not  to  the  jail.  Ask  a  great  painter  to  take  that 
man's  portrait,  rags,  squalor,  and  all ;  and  kings  will 
bid  for  the  picture.  You  would  thrust  the  man  from 
your  doors,  you  would  place  the  portrait  in  your  palaces. 
It  is  the  same  with  qualities — the  portrait  is  worth  more 
than  the  truth.  What  is  virtue  without  character? 
But  a  man  without  virtue  may  thrive  on  a  character  ! 
What  is  genius  without  success  1  But  how  often  you 
bow  to  success  without  genius !  John  Ardworth, 
possess  yourself  of  the  portraits — win  the  character — 
seize  the  success." 

"Madam,"  exclaimed  Ardworth,  rudely,  "this  is 
horrible  ! " 

"  Horrible  it  may  be,"  said  Madame  Dalibard, 
gently,  and  feeling,  perhaps,  that  she  had  gone  too 
far  :  "  but  it  is  the  world's  judgment.  Seem,  then,  as 
well  as  be.  You  have  virtue,  as  I  believe.  Well,  wrap 
yourself  in  it — in  your  closet.  Go  into  the  world,  and 
earn  character.  If  you  have  genius,  let  it  comfort  you. 
Rush  into  the  crowd,  and  get  success." 

"  Stop  ! "  cried  Ardworth  ;  "  I  recognise  you.     How 
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could  I  be  so  blind  1  It  is  you  who  have  written  to 
me,  and  in  the  same  strain  :  you  have  robbed  your- 
self— you,  poor  sufferer,  to  throw  extravagance  into 
these  strong  hands.  And  why?  What  am  I  to  you!" 

An  expression  of  actual  fondness  softened  Lucretia's 
face,  as  she  looked  up  at  him,  and  replied  :  "  I  will 
tell  you  hereafter  what  you  are  to  me.  First,  I  con- 
fess that  it  is  I  whose  letters  have  perplexed,  perhaps 
offended  you.  The  sum  that  I  sent,  I  do  not  miss. 
I  have  more — will  ever  have  more  at  your  command 
— never  fear.  Yes,  I  wish  you  to  go  into  the  world, 
not  as  a  dependent,  but  as  an  equal  to  the  world's 
favourites.  I  wish  you  to  know  more  of  men  than  mere 
law-books  teach  you.  I  wish  you  to  be  in  men's 
mouths,  create  a  circle  that  shall  talk  of  young  Ard- 
worth — that  talk  would  travel  to  those  who  can  advance 
your  career.  The  very  possession  of  money  in  certain 
stages  of  life  gives  assurance  to  the  manner,  gives  at- 
traction to  the  address." 

"But,"  said  Ardworth,  "all  this  is  very  well  for 
some  favourite  of  birth  and  fortune  ;  but  for  me — yet 
speak,  and  plainly ;  you  throw  out  hints  that  I  am 
what  I  know  not,  but  something  less  dependent  on 
his  nerves  and  his  brain  than  is  plain  John  Ardworth. 
What  is  it  you  mean  1  " 

Madame  Dalibard  bent  her  face  over  her  breast, 
and,  rocking  herself  in  her  chair,  seemed  to  muse  for 
some  moments  before  she  answered. 

"  When  I  first  came  to  England,  some  months  ago, 
I  desired  naturally  to  learn  all  the  particulars  of  my 
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family  and  kindred,  from  which  my  long  residence 
abroad  had  estranged  me.  John  Walter  Ardworth  was 
related  to  my  half-sister,  to  me  he  was  but  a  mere  con- 
nection. However,  I  knew  something  of  his  history, 
yet  I  did  not  know  that  he  had  a  son.  Shortly  before 
I  came  to  England,  I  learned  that  one  who  passed  for 
his  son  had  been  brought  up  by  Mr  Fielden,  and  from 
Mr  Fielden  I  have  since  learned  all  the  grounds  for 
that  belief,  from  which  you  take  the  name  of  Ard 
worth." 

Lucretia  paused  a  moment ;  and  after  a  glance  at 
the  impatient,  wondering,  and  eager  countenance  that 
bent  intent  upon  her,  she  resumed  : — 

"  Your  reputed  father  was,  you  are  doubtless  aware, 
of  reckless  and  extravagant  habits.  He  had  been  put 
into  the  army  by  my  uncle,  and  he  entered  that  profes- 
sion with  the  careless  buoyancy  of  his  sanguine  nature. 
I  remember  those  days — that  day  !  Well,  to  return 
— where  was  1 1 — Walter  Ardworth  had  the  folly  to 
entertain  strong  notions  of  politics.  He  dreamt  of 
being  a  soldier,  and  yet  persuaded  himself  to  be  a  re- 
publican. His  notions,  so  hateful  in  his  profession, 
got  wind ;  he  disguised  nothing,  he  neglected  the  por- 
traits of  things — Appearances.  He  excited  the  ran- 
cour of  his  commanding  officer — for  politics  then,  more 
even  than  now,  were  implacable  ministrants  to  hate — 
occasion  presented  itself;  during  the  short  Peace  of 
Amiens  he  had  been  recalled.  He  had  to  head  a  de- 
tachment of  soldiers  against  some  mob — in  Ireland  I 
believe  ;  he  did  not  fire  on  the  mob  according  to  orders 
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— so,  at  least,  it  was  said  :  John  "Walter  Ard worth  was 
tried  by  a  court-martial,  and  broke  !  But  you  know 
all  this,  perhaps  1 " 

"  My  poor  father !  Only  in  part :  I  knew  that  he 
had  been  dismissed  the  army — I  believed  unjustly. 
He  was  a  soldier,  and  yet  he  dared  to  think  for  him- 
self, and  be  humane  ! " 

"  But  my  uncle  had  left  him  a  legacy — it  brought 
no  blessing — none  of  that  old  man's  gold  did.  Where 
are  they  all  now  ? — Dalibard,  Susan,  and  her  fair- faced 
husband  ? — where  ?  Vernon  is  in  his  grave — but  one 
son  of  many  left !  Gabriel  Varney  lives,  it  is  true  ! — 
and  I !  But  that  gold — yea,  in  our  hands,  there  was  a 
curse  on  it!  Walter  Ard  worth  had  his  legacy — his 
nature  was  gay ;  if  disgraced  in  his  profession,  he 
found  men  to  pity  and  praise  him — Fools  of  Party 
like  himself.  He  lived  joyously — drank  or  gamed,  or 
lent  or  borrowed — what  matters  the  wherefore? — he 
was  in  debt — he  lived  at  last  a  wretched,  shifting,  fugi- 
tive life — snatching  bread  where  he  could — with  the 
bailiffs  at  his  heels, — then,  for  a  short  time,  we  met 
again." 

Lucretia's  brow  grew  black  as  night,  as  her  voice 
dropped  at  that  last  sentence,  and  it  was  with  a  start 
that  she  continued, — 

"In  the  midst  of  this  hunted  existence,  Walter 
Ardworth  appeared,  late  one  night,  at  Mr  Fielden's 
with  an  infant.  He  seemed — so  says  Mr  Fielden — ill, 
worn,  and  haggard.  He  entered  into  no  explanations 
with  respect  to  the  child  that  accompanied  him,  and 
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retired  at  once  to  rest.  "What  follows,  Mr  Fielden,  at 
my  request,  has  noted  down.  Read,  and  see  what 
claim  you  have  to  the  honourable  parentage  so  vaguely 
ascribed  to  you." 

As  she  spoke,  Madame  Dalibard  opened  a  box  on 
her  table,  drew  forth  a  paper  in  Eielden's  writing,  and 
placed  it  in  Ard worth's  hand.  After  some  preliminary 
statement  of  the  writer's  intimacy  with  the  elder  Ard- 
worth,  and  the  appearance  of  the  latter  at  his  house, 
as  related  by  Madame  Dalibard,  &c.,  the  document 
went  on  thus  : — 

"The  next  day,  when  my  poor  guest  was  still  in  bed, 
my  servant  Hannah  came  to  advise  me  that  two  per- 
sons were  without  waiting  to  see  me.  As  is  my  wont, 
I  bade  them  be  shown  in.  On  their  entrance  (two 
rough  farmer-looking  men  they  were,  whom  I  thought 
might  be  coming  to  hire  my  little  pasture  field),  I 
prayed  them  to  speak  low,  as  a  sick  gentleman  was 
just  overhead.  Whereupon,  and  without  saying  a 
word  further,  the  two  strangers  made  a  rush  from  the 
room,  leaving  me  dumb  with  amazement ;  in  a  few 
moments  I  heard  voices  and  a  scuffle  above.  I  recov- 
ered myself,  and  thinking  robbers  had  entered  my 
peaceful  house,  I  called  out  lustily,  when  Hannah 
came  in,  and  we  both,  taking  courage,  went  up-stairs, 
and  found  that  poor  Walter  was  in  the  hands  of  these 
supposed  robbers,  who  in  truth  were  but  bailiffs. 
They  would  not  trust  him  out  of  their  sight  for  a  mo- 
ment. However,  he  took  it  more  pleasantly  than  I 

VOL.  II.  B 
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could  have  supposed  possible  ;  prayed  me  in  a  whisper 
to  take  care  of  the  child,  and  I  should  soon  hear  from 
him  again.  In  less  than  an  hour  he  was  gone.  Two 
days  afterwards,  I  received  from  him  a  hurried  letter, 
without  address,  of  which  this  is  a  copy  : — 

" '  DEAR  FRIEND, — I  slipped  from  the  bailiffs,  and 
here  I  am  in  a  safe  little  tavern  in  sight  of  the  sea  ! 
Mother  Country  is  a  very  bad  parent  to  me  !  Mother 
Brownrigg  herself  could  scarcely  be  worse.  I  shall 
work  out  my  passage  to  some  foreign  land,  and  if  I  can 
recover  my  health  (sea-air  is  bracing),  I  don't  despair 
of  getting  my  bread  honestly,  somehow.  If  ever  I  can 
pay  my  debts,  I  may  return.  But,  meanwhile,  my 
good  old  tutor,  what  will  you  think  of  me  ?  You  to 
whom  my  sole  return  for  so  much  pains  taken  in  vain, 
is  another  mouth  to  feed  !  And  no  money  to  pay  for 
the  board  !  Yet  you'll  not  grudge  the  child  a  place  at 
your  table,  will  you  ?  No,  nor  kind,  saving  Mrs  Fielden 
either — God  bless  her  tender,  economical  soul !  You 
know  quite  enough  of  me  to  be  sure  that  I  shall  very 
soon  either  free  you  of  the  boy,  or  send  you  something 
to  prevent  its  being  an  encumbrance.  I  would  say,  love 

and  pity  the  child  for  my  sake.  But  I  own  I  feel 

By  Jove,  I  must  be  off — I  hear  the  first  signal  from 
the  vessel,  that Yours  in  haste,  J.  W.  A.' " 

Young  Ardworth  stopped  from  the  lecture,  and  sighed 
heavily.  There  seemed  to  him,  in  this  letter,  worse 
than  a  mock  gaiety — a  certain  levity  and  recklessness 
— which  jarred  on  his  own  high  principles.  And  the 
want  of  affection  for  the  child  thus  abandoned  was  evi- 
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dent — not  one  fond  word.     He  resumed  the  statement 
with  a  gloomy  and  disheartened  attention. 

"  This  was  all  I  heard  from  poor  erring  "Walter  for 
more  than  three  years ;  hut  I  knew,  in  spite  of  his 
follies,  that  his  heart  was  sound  at  "bottom  "  (the  son's 
eyes  brightened  here,  and  he  kissed  the  paper),  "  and 
the  child  was  no  burden  to  us  ;  we  loved  it,  not  only  for 
Ardworth's  sake,  but  for  its  own,  and  for  charity's  and 
Christ's.  Ardworth's  second  letter  was  as  follows  : — 

"  '  En  iterum  Crispinus  ! — I  am  still  alive,  and  get- 
ting on  in  the  world — ay,  and  honestly  too ;  I  am  no 
longer  spending  heedlessly  ;  I  am  saving  for  my  debts, 
and  I  shall  live,  I  trust,  to  pay  off  every  farthing.  First, 
for  my  debt  to  you,  I  send  an  order,  not  signed  in 
my  name,  but  equally  valid,  on  Messrs  Drummond,  for 
£250.  Eepay  yourself  what  the  boy  has  cost.  Let 
him  be  educated  to  get  his  own  living — if  clever,  as  a 
scholar  or  a  lawyer — if  dull,  as  a  tradesman.  What- 
ever I  may  gain,  he  will  have  his  own  way  to  make. 
I  ought  to  tell  you  the  story  connected  with  his  birth, 
but  it  is  one  of  pain  and  shame  :  and,  on  reflection,  I 
feel  that  I  have  no  right  to  injure  him  by  affixing  to 
his  early  birth  an  opprobrium  of  which  he  himself  is 
guiltless.  If  ever  I  return  to  England,  you  shall  know 
all,  and  by  your  counsels  I  will  abide.  Love  to  all  your 
happy  family. — Your  grateful  Friend  and  Pupil.' 

"  From  this  letter  I  began  to  suspect  that  the  poor 
boy  was  probably  not  born  in  wedlock,  and  that  Ard- 
worth's silence  arose  from  his  compunction.  I  con- 
ceived it  best  never  to  mention  this  suspicion  to  John 
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himself  as  he  grew  up.  Why  should  I  afflict  him  by 
a  doubt  from  which  his  father  shrank,  and  which 
might  only  exist  in  my  own  inexperienced  and  unchar- 
itable interpretation  of  some  vague  words?  "When 
John  was  fourteen,  I  received  from  Messrs  Drummond 
a  further  sum  of  £500,  but  without  any  line  from  Aid- 
worth,  and  only  to  the  effect  that  Messrs  Drummond 
were  directed  by  a  correspondent  in  Calcutta  to  pay  me 
the  said  sum  on  behalf  of  expenses  incurred  for  the 
maintenance  of  the  child  left  to  my  charge  by  John 
Walter  Ardworth.  My  young  pupil  had  been  two 
years  at  the  university,  when  I  received  the  letter  of 
which  this  is  a  copy  : — 

" '  How  are  you  1 — still  well — still  happy  1 — let  me 
hope  so.  I  have  not  written  to  you,  dear  old  friend, 
but  I  have  not  been  forgetful  of  you — I  have  inquired 
of  you  through  my  correspondents,  and  have  learned, 
from  time  to  time,  such  accounts  as  satisfied  my  grate- 
ful affection  for  you.  I  find  that  you  have  given  the 
boy  my  name.  Well,  let  him  bear  it — it  is  nothing  to 
boast  of,  such  as  it  became  in  my  person ;  but,  mind, 
I  do  not,  therefore,  acknowledge  him  as  my  son.  I 
wish  him  to  think  himself  without  parents,  without 
other  aid  in  the  career  of  life  than  his  own  industry 
and  talent, — if  talent  he  has.  Let  him  go  through  the 
healthful  probation  of  toil — let  him  search  for  and  find 
independence.  Till  he  is  of  age,  £150  per  annum  will 
be  paid  quarterly  to  your  account  for  him  at  Messrs 
Drummonds'.  If,  then,  to  set  him  up  in  any  business 
or  profession,  a  sum  of  money  be  necessary,  name  the 
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amount  by  a  line,  signed  A.  B.,  Calcutta,  to  the  care  of 
Messrs  Drummond,  and  it  will  reach,  and  find  me  dis- 
posed to  follow  your  instructions.  But  after  that  time 
all  further  supply  from  me  will  cease.  Do  not  suppose 
because  I  send  this  from  India,  that  I  am  laden  with 
rupees ;  all  I  can  hope  to  attain  is  a  competence. 
That  boy  is  not  the  only  one  who  has  claims  to  share  it. 
Even,  therefore,  if  I  had  the  wish  to  rear  him  to  the 
extravagant  habits  that  ruined  myself,  I  have  not  the 
power.  Yes  ! — let  him  lean  on  his  own  strength.  In 
the  letter  you  send  me,  write  fully  of  your  family,  your 
sons,  and  write  as  to  a  man  who  can  perhaps  help  them 
in  the  world,  and  will  be  too  happy  thus  in  some  slight 
degree  to  repay  all  he  owes  you.  You  would  smile 
approvingly  if  you  saw  me  now — a  steady,  money-get- 
ting man,  but  still  yours  as  ever. 

"'P.S. — Do  not  let  the  boy  write  to  me,  nor  give 
him  this  clue  to  my  address.' 

"On  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  I  wrote  fully  to  Ard- 
worth  about  the  excellent  promise  and  conduct  of  his 
poor  neglected  son.  I  told  him  truly  he  was  a  son 
any  father  might  be  proud  of,  and  rebuked,  even  to 
harshness,  Walter's  unseemly  tone  respecting  him. 
One's  child  is  one's  child,  however  the  father  may 
have  wronged  the  mother.  To  this  letter  I  never  re- 
ceived any  answer.  When  John  was  of  age,  and  had 
made  himself  independent  of  want,  by  obtaining  a 
college  fellowship,  I  spoke  to  him  about  his  prospects. 
I  told  him  that  his  father,  though  residing  abroad  and 
for  some  reason  keeping  himself  concealed,  had  muni- 
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ficently  paid  hitherto"  for  his  maintenance,  and  would 
lay  down  what  might  be  necessary  to  start  him  in 
business,  or  perhaps  place  him  in  the  army ;  but  that 
his  father  might  be  better  pleased  if  he  could  show  a 
love  of  independence,  and  henceforth  maintain  him- 
self. I  knew  the  boy  I  spoke  to — John  thought  as  I 
did,  and  I  never  applied  for  another  donation  to  the 
elder  Ardworth.  The  allowance  ceased :  John  since 
then  has  maintained  himself.  I  have  heard  no  more 
from  his  father,  though  I  have  written  often  to  the 
address  he  gave  me.  I  begin  to  fear  that  he  is  dead. 
I  once  went  up  to  town  and  saw  one  of  the  heads  of 
Messrs  Drummond's  firm — a  very  polite  gentleman, 
but  he  could  give  me  no  information,  except  that  he 
obeyed  instructions  from  a  correspondent  at  Calcutta — 
one  Mr  Macfarren.  Whereon  I  wrote  to  Mr  Macfar- 
ren,  and  asked  him,  as  I  thought  very  pressingly,  to 
tell  me  all  he  knew  of  poor  Ardworth  the  elder.  He 
ansAvered  shortly,  that  he  knew  of  no  such  person  at 
all,  and  that  A.  B.  was  a  French  merchant,  settled  in 
Calcutta,  who  had  been  dead  for  above  two  years.  I 
now  gave  up  all  hopes  of  any  further  intelligence,  and 
was  more  convinced  than  ever  that  I  had  acted  rightly 
in  withholding  from  poor  John  my  correspondence 
with  his  father.  The  lad  had  been  curious  and  in- 
quisitive naturally,  but  when  I  told  him  that  I  thought 
it  my  duty  to  his  father  to  be  so  reserved,  he  forbore 
to  press  me.  I  have  only  to  add,  first,  that  by  all  the 
inquiries  I  could  make  of  the  surviving  members  of 
Walter  Ard worth's  family,  it  seemed  their  full  belief 
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that  he  had  never  been  married,  and  therefore  I  fear 
we  must  conclude  that  he  had  no  legitimate  children, 
which  may  account  for,  though  it  cannot  excuse,  his 
neglect ;  and,  secondly,  with  respect  to  the  sums  re- 
ceived on  dear  John's  account,  I  put  them  all  by, 
capital  and  interest,  deducting  only  the  expense  of  his 
first  year  at  Cambridge  (the  which  I  could  not  defray, 
without  injuring  my  own  children),  and  it  all  stands 
in  his  name  at  Messrs  Drummond's,  vested  in  the 
Three  per  Cents.  That  I  have  not  told  him  of  this 
was  by  my  poor  dear  wife's  advice  ;  for  she  said,  very 
sensibly,  and  she  was  a  shrewd  woman  on  money 
matters,  '  If  he  knows  he  has  such  a  large  sum  all  in 
the  lump,  who  knows  but  he  may  grow  idle  and  ex- 
travagant, and  spend  it  at  once,  like  his  father  before 
him ;  whereas,  some  time  or  other,  he  will  want  to 
marry,  or  need  money  for  some  particular  purpose — 
then  what  a  blessing  it  will  be  ! ' 

"  However,  my  dear  madam,  as  you  know  the  world 
better  than  I  do,  you  can  now  do  as  you  please,  both 
as  to  communicating  to  John  all  the  information  herein 
contained  as  to  his  parentage,  and  as  to  apprising  him 
of  the  large  sum  of  which  he  is  lawfully  possessed. 

"MATTHEW  FIELDEN.  .. 

"  P.S. — In  justice  to  poor  John  Ardworth,  and  to 
show  that  whatever  whim  he  may  have  conceived 
about  his  own  child,  he  had  still  a  heart  kind  enough 
to  remember  mine,  though  Heaven  knows  I  said  no- 
thing about  them  in  my  letters.  My  eldest  boy  received 
an  offer  of  an  excellent  place  in  a  West  India  mer- 
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chant's  house,  and  has  got  on  to  be  chief  clerk ;  and 
my  second  son  was  presented  to  a  living  of  one  hun- 
dred and  seventeen  pounds  a-year,  by  a  gentleman  he 
never  heard  of.  Though  I  never  traced  these  good 
acts  to  Ard worth,  from  whom  else  could  they  come  ?  " 

Ardworth  put  down  the  paper  without  a  word  ;  and 
Lucretia,  who  had  watched  him  while  he  read,  was 
struck  with  the  self-control  he  evinced  when  he  came 
to  the  end  of  the  disclosure.  She  laid  her  hand  on 
his,  and  said, 

"  Courage  ! — you  have  lost  nothing  ! " 

"  Nothing ! "  said  Ardworth,  with  a  bitter  smile. 
"  A  father's  love  and  a  father's  name — nothing  !  " 

"  But,"  exclaimed  Lucretia,  "  is  this  man  your  father? 
Does  a  father's  heart  beat  in  one  line  of  those  hard  sen- 
tences ?  No,  no ;  it  seems  to  me  probable — it  seems 

to  me  almost  certain,  that  you  are "  she  stopped, 

and  continued  with  a  calmer  accent,  "near  to  my  own 
blood.  I  am  now  in  England — in  London — to  prose- 
cute the  inquiry  built  upon  that  hope.  If  so — if  so 

— you  shall "  Madame  Dalibard  again  stopped 

abruptly,  and  there  was  something  terrible  in  the  very 
exultation  of  her  countenance.  She  drew  a  long  breath, 
and  resumed,  with  an  evident  effort  at  self-command 
— "  If  so,  I  have  a  right  to  the  interest  I  feel  for 
you.  Suffer  me  yet  to  be  silent  as  to  the  grounds  of 
my  belief,  and — and — love  me  a  little  in  the  mean- 
while ! " 

Her  voice  trembled,  as  if  with  rushing  tears,  at  these 
last  words,  and  there  was  almost  an  agony  in  the  tone 


LUCKETIA.  25 

in  which  they  were  said,  and  in  the  gesture  of  the 
clasped  hands  she  held  out  to  him. 

Much  moved  (amidst  all  his  mingled  emotions  at 
the  tale  thus  made  known  to  him)  by  the  manner  and 
voice  of  the  narrator,  Ardworth  bent  down  and  kissed 
the  extended  hands.  Then  he  rose  abruptly,  walked 
to  and  fro  the  room,  muttering  to  himself — paused 
opposite  the  window — threw  it  open,  as  for  air,  and, 
indeed,  fairly  gasped  for  breath.  When  he  turned 
round,  hoAvever,  his  face  was  composed,  and,  folding  his 
arms  on  his  large  breast  with  a  sudden  action,  he  said 
aloud,  and  yet  rather  to  himself  than  to  his  listener — 

"  What  matter,  after  all,  by  what  name  men  call 
our  fathers  !  We  ourselves  make  our  own  fate  ! 
Bastard  or  noble,  not  a  jot  care  I.  Give  me  ancestors, 
I  will  not  disgrace  them ;  raze  from  my  lot  even  the 
very  name  of  father,  and  my  sons  shall  have  an  ances- 
tor in  me  ! " 

As  he  thus  spoke,  there  was  a  rough  grandeur  in  his 
hard  face  and  the  strong  ease  of  his  powerful  form. 
And  while  thus  standing  and  thus  looking,  the  door 
opened,  and  Yarney  walked  in  abruptly. 

These  two  men  had  met  occasionally  at  Madame 
Dalibard's,  but  no  intimacy  had  been  established  be- 
tween them.  Yarney  was  formal  and  distant  to  Ard- 
worth, and  Ardworth  felt  a  repugnance  to  Yarney. 
With  the  instinct  of  sound,  sterling,  weighty  natures, 
he  detected  at  once,  and  disliked  heartily,  that  some- 
thing of  gaudy,  false,  exaggerated,  and  hollow,  which 
pervaded  Gabriel  Yarney' s  talk  and  manner — even  the 
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trick  of  his  walk,  and  the  cut  of  his  dress.  And  Ard- 
worth  wanted  that  boyish  and  beautiful  luxuriance  of 
character  which  belonged  to  Percival  St  John,  easy  to 
please  and  to  be  pleased,  and  expanding  into  the 
warmth  of  admiration  for  all  talent  and  all  distinction. 
For  art,  if  not  the  highest,  Ard worth  cared  not  a  straw; 
it  was  nothing  to  him  that  Varney  painted  and  com- 
posed, and  ran  showily  through  the  jargon  of  literary 
babble,  or  toyed  with  the  puzzles  of  unsatisfying  meta- 
physics. He  saw  but  a  charlatan,  and  he  had  not  yet 
learned  from  experience  what  strength  and  what  danger 
lie  hid  in  the  boa  parading  its  colours  in  the  sun,  and 
shifting,  in  the  sensual  sportiveness  of  its  being,  from 
bough  to  bough. 

Varney  halted  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  as  his  eye 
rested  first  on  Ardworth,  and  then  glanced  towards 
Madame  Dalibard.  But  Ardworth,  jarred  from  his 
reverie  or  resolves  by  the  sound  of  a  voice  discordant 
to  his  ear  at  all  times,  especially  in  the  mood  which 
then  possessed  him,  scarcely  returned  Yarney's  saluta- 
tion, buttoned  his  coat  over  his  chest,  seized  his  hat, 
and,  upsetting  two  chairs,  and  very  considerably  dis- 
turbing the  gravity  of  a  round  table,  forced  his  way  to 
Madame  Dalibard,  pressed  her  hand,  and  said  in  a 
whisper,  "  I  shall  see  you  again  soon,"  and  vanished. 

Varney,  smoothing  his  hair  with  fingers  that  shone 
with  rings,  slid  into  the  seat  next  Madame  Dalibard, 
which  Ardworth  had  lately  occupied,  and  said,  "If  I 
were  a  Clytemnestra,  I  should  dread  an  Orestes  in 
such  a  son  ! " 
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Madame  Dalibard  shot  towards  the  speaker  one  of 
the  sidelong  suspicious  glances  which  of  old  had  char- 
acterised Lucretia,  and  said — 

"  Clytemnestra  was  happy  !  The  Furies  slept  to 
her  crime,  and  haunted  but  the  avenger." 

«  Hist ! "  said  Varney. 

The  door  opened,  and  Ardworth  reappeared. 

"  I  quite  forgot,  what  I  half  came  to  know. — How 
is  Helen  ?  Did  she  return  home  safe  1 " 

"Safe— yes!" 

"  Dear  girl — I  am  glad  to  hear  it !  Where  is  she  ? 
Not  gone  to  those  Miverses  again  !  I  am  no  aristocrat, 
but  why  should  one  couple  together  refinement  and 
vulgarity  1 " 

"  Mr  Ardworth,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with 
haughty  coldness,  "  my  niece  is  under  my  care,  and 
you  will  permit  me  to  judge  for  myself  how  to  dis- 
charge the  trust.  Mr  Mivers  is  her  own  relation — a 
nearer  one  than  you  are." 

Not  at  all  abashed  by  the  rebuke,  Ardworth  said 
carelessly,  ""Well,  I  shall  talk  to  you  again  on  that 
subject.  Meanwhile,  pray  give  my  love  to  her — Helen, 
I  mean." 

Madame  Dalibard  half  rose  in  her  chair,  then  sank 
back  again,  motioning  with  her  hand  to  Ardworth  to 
approach.  Varney  rose  and  walked  to  the  window,  as 
if  sensible  that  something  was  about  to  be  said  not 
meant  for  his  ear. 

When  Ardworth  was  close  to  her  chair,  Madame 
Dalibard  grasped  his  hand  with  a  vigour  that  surprised 
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him,  and,  drawing  him  nearer  still,  whispered  as  he 
bent  down — 

"  I  will  give  Helen  your  love,  if  it  is  a  cousin's — or, 
if  you  will,  a  brother's  love.  Do  you  intend — do  you 
feel  —  another,  a  warmer  love  1  Speak,  sir  ! "  and 
drawing  suddenly  back,  she  gazed  on  his  face  with  a 
stern  and  menacing  expression,  her  teeth  set,  and  the 
lips  firmly  pressed  together. 

Ardworth,  though  a  little  startled,  and  half  angry, 
answered  with  the  low  ironical  laugh,  not  uncommon 
to  him.  "  Pish  !  you  ladies  are  apt  to  think  us  men 
much  greater  fools  than  we  are.  A  briefless  lawyer  is 
not  very  inflammable  tinder.  Yes,  a  cousin's  love — 
quite  enough.  Poor  little  Helen  !  time  enough  to  put 
other  notions  into  her  head ;  and  then — she  will  have 
a  sweetheart,  gay  and  handsome  like  herself !  " 

"Ay,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  a  slight  smile, 
"  ay,  I  am  satisfied.  Come  soon." 

Ardworth  nodded,  and  hurried  down  the  stairs. 
As  he  gained  the  door,  he  caught  sight  of  Helen  at 
a  distance,  bending  over  a  flower-bed  in  the  neglected 
garden.  He  paused,  irresolute,  a  moment.  "  No,"  he 
muttered  to  himself;  "  no,  I  am  fit  company  only  for 
myself !  A  long  walk  into  the  fields,  and  then — away 
with  these  mists  round  the  Past  and  Future ;  the 
Present,  at  least,  is  mine  ! " 
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The  Weavers  and  the  Woof. 

;'  AND  Avhat,"  said  Varney — "  what,  while  we  are  pur- 
suing a  fancied  clue,  and  seeking  to  provide  first  a 
name,  and  then  a  fortune  for  this  young  lawyer — what 
steps  have  you  really  taken  to  meet  the  danger  that 
menaces  me — to  secure,  if  our  inquiries  fail,  an  inde- 
pendence for  yourself?  Months  have  elapsed,  and  you 
have  still  shrunk  from  advancing  the  great  scheme 
upon  which  we  huilt,  when  the  daughter  of  Susan 
Mainwaring  was  admitted  to  your  hearth." 

"  Why  recall  me,  in  these  rare  moments  when  I  feel 
myself  human  still — why  recall  me  back  to  the  nether- 
most abyss  of  revenge  and  crime  1  Oh  !  let  me  be 
sure  that  I  have  still  a  son  !  Even  if  John  Ardworth, 
with  his  gifts  and  energies,  be  denied  to  me ! — a  son, 
though  in  rags,  I  will  give  him  wealth  ! — a  son,  though 
ignorant  as  the  merest  boor,  I  will  pour  into  his  brain 
my  dark  wisdom  ! — a  son — a  son  ! — my  heart  swells  at 
the  word.  Ah,  you  sneer  !  Yes,  my  heart  swells,  but 
not  with  the  mawkish  fondness  of  a  feeble  mother. 
In  a  son  I  shall  live  again — transmigrate  from  this 
tortured  and  horrible  life  of  mine — drink  back  my 
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youth.  In  him  I  shall  rise  from  my  fall — strong  in 
his  power — great  in  his  grandeur.  It  is  because  I  was 
born  a  woman — had  woman's  poor  passions  and  infirm 
weakness — that  I  am  what  I  am ;  I  would  transfer  my- 
self into  the  soul  of  man — man  who  has  the  strength 
to  act,  and  the  privilege  to  rise.  Into  the  bronze  of 
man's  nature  I  would  pour  the  experience  which  has 
broken,  with  its  fierce  elements,  the  puny  vessel  of 
clay.  Yes,  Gabriel,  in  return  for  all  I  have  done  and 
sacrificed  for  you,  I  ask  but  co-operation  in  that  one 
hope  of  my  shattered  and  storm-beat  being.  Bear — 
forbear — await — risk  not  that  hope  by  some  wretched 
peddling  crime,  which  will  bring  on  us  both  detection 
— some  wanton  revelry  in  guilt,  which  is  not  worth 
the  terror  that  treads  upon  its  heels." 

"You  forget,"  answered  Varney,  with  a  kind  of 
submissive  sullenness ;  for,  whatever  had  passed  be- 
tween these  two  persons  in  their  secret  and  fearful 
intimacy,  there  was  still  a  power  in  Lucretia,  surviving 
her  fall  amidst  the  fiends,  that  impressed  Varney 
with  the  only  respect  he  felt  for  man  or  woman — "  you 
forget  strangely  the  nature  of  our  elaborate  and  master 
project,  when  you  speak  of  '  peddling  crime,'  or  '  wan- 
ton revelry '  in  guilt !  You  forget,  too,  how  every  hour 
that  we  waste,  deepens  the  peril  that  surrounds  me, 
and  may  sweep  from  your  side  the  sole  companion  that 
can  aid  you  in  your  objects — nay,  without  whom  they 
must  wholly  fail.  Let  me  speak  first  of  that  most 
urgent  danger,  for  your  memory  seems  short  and 
troubled,  since  you  have  learned  only  to  hope  the  re- 
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covery  of  your  son.  If  this  man,  Stubmore,  in  whom 
the  trust  created  by  my  uncle's  will  is  now  vested, 
once  conies  to  town — once  begins  to  bustle  about  his 
accursed  projects  of  transferring  the  money  from  the 
Bank  of  England,  I  tell  you  again  and  again  that  my 
forgery  on  the  bank  will  be  detected,  and  that  trans- 
portation will  be  the  smallest  penalty  inflicted  ;  part 
of  the  forgery,  as  you  know,  was  committed  on  your 
behalf,  to  find  the  moneys  necessary  for  the  research 
for  your  son — committed  on  the  clear  understanding, 
that  our  project  on  Helen  should  repay  me — should 
enable  me,  perhaps  undetected,  to  restore  the  sums 
illegally  abstracted,  or,  at  the  worst,  to  confess  to  Stub- 
more,  whose  character  I  well  know,  that,  oppressed  by 
difficulties,  I  had  yielded  to  temptation — that  I  had 
forged  his  name  (as  I  had  forged  his  father's)  as  an 
authority  to  sell  the  capital  from  the  bank — and  that 
now,  in  replacing  the  money,  I  repaid  my  error,  and 
threw  myself  on  his  indulgence — on  his  silence.  I 
say,  that  I  know  enough  of  the  man  to  know,  that  I 
should  be  thus  cheaply  saved ;  or  at  the  worst,  I  should 
have  but  to  strengthen  his  compassion  by  a  bribe  to 
his  avarice  ;  but  if  I  cannot  replace  the  money,  I  am 
lost." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Lucretia,  "the  money  you  shall 
have,  let  me  but  find  my  son,  and " 

"  Grant  me  patience  ! "  cried  Yarney,  impetuously ; 
"  but  what  can  your  son  do  if  found,  unless  you  endow 
him  with  the  heritage  of  Laughton?  To  do  that, 
Helen,  who  comes  next  to  Percival  St  John  in  the 
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course  of  the  entail,  must  cease  to  live  !  Have  I  not 
aided — am  I  not  aiding  you  hourly  in  your  grand  ob- 
jects 1  This  evening  I  shall  see  a  man  whom  I  have 
long  lost  sight  of,  but  who  has  acquired  in  a  lawyer's 
life  the  true  scent  after  evidence  ; — if  that  evidence  ex- 
ist, it  shall  be  found.  I  have  just  learned  his  address. 
By  to-morrow  he  shall  be  on  the  track.  I  have  stinted 
myself  to  save  from  the  results  of  the  last  forgery  the 
gold  to  whet  his  zeal.  For  the  rest,  as  I  have  said, 
your  design  involves  the  removal  of  two  lives.  Already, 
over  the  one  more  difficult  to  slay,  the  shadow  creeps 
and  the  pall  hangs.  I  have  won,  as  you.  wished,  and 
as  was  necessary,  young  St  John's  familiar  acquaint- 
ance ;  when  the  hour  comes,  he  is  in  my  hands." 

Lucretia  smiled  sternly  :  "  So  !  "  she  said,  between 
her  ground  teeth,  "  the  father  forbade  me  the  house 
that  was  my  heritage  !  I  have  but  to  lift  a  finger  and 
breathe  a  word,  and,  desolate  as  I  am,  I  thrust  from 
that  home  the  son  !  The  spoiler  left  me  the  world — 
I  leave  his  son  the  grave  ! " 

"  But,"  said  Varney,  doggedly  pursuing  his  dreadful 
object,  "why  force  me  to  repeat  that  his  is  not  the 
only  life  between  you  and  your  son's  inheritance  1  St 
John  gone,  Helen  still  remains.  And  what  if  your 
researches  fail  ?  Are  we  to  lose  the  rich  harvest  which 
Helen  will  yield  us — a  harvest  you  reap  with  the  same 
sickle  which  gathers  in  your  revenge  ?  Do  you  no 
longer  see  in  Helen's  face  the  features  of  her  mother  ? 
Is  the  perfidy  of  William  Mainwaring  forgotten  or 
forgiven  ] " 
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"  Gabriel  Varney,"  said  Lucretia,  in  a  hollow  and 
tremulous  voice,  "  when  in  that  hour  in  which  my 
whole  being  was  revulsed,  and  I  heard  the  cord  snap 
from  the  anchor,  and  saw  the  demons  of  the  storm 
gather  round  my  bark — when,  in  that  hour,  I  stooped 
calmly  down  and  kissed  my  rival's  brow,  I  murmured 
an  oath,  which  seemed  not  inspired  by  my  own  soul, 
but  by  an  influence  henceforth  given  to  my  fate — I 
vowed  that  the  perfidy  dealt  to  me  should  be  repaid — 
I  vowed  that  the  ruin  of  my  own  existence  should  fall 
on  the  brow  which  I  kissed.  I  vowed  that  if  shame  and 
disgrace  were  to  supply  the  inheritance  I  had  forfeited, 
I  would  not  stand  alone  amidst  the  scorn  of  the  piti- 
less world.  In  the  vision  of  my  agony,  I  saw,  afar, 
the  altar  dressed,  and  the  bride-chamber  prepared,  and 
I  breathed  my  curse,  strong  as  prophecy,  on  the  mar- 
riage-hearth and  the  marriage-bed.  Why  dream,  then, 
that  I  would  rescue  the  loathed  child  of  that  loathed 
union  from  your  grasp  1 — But  is  the  time  come  1  Yours 
may  be  come — is  mine  ? " 

Something  so  awful  there  was  in  the  look  of  his 
accomplice — so  intense  in  the  hate  of  her  low  voice — 
that  Varney,  wretch  as  he  was,  and  contemplating  at 
that  very  hour  the  foulest  and  most  hideous  guilt,  drew 
back,  appalled. 

Madame  Dalibard  resumed,  and  in  a  somewhat  softer 
tone,  but  softened  only  by  the  anguish  of  despair. 

"Oh,  had  it  been  otherwise,  what  might  I  have 
been  !  Given  over  from  that  hour  to  the  very  incarna- 
tion of  plotting  crime — none  to  resist  the  evil  impulse 
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of  my  own  maddening  heart — the  partner  forced  on  me 
by  fate  leading  me  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  inex- 
tricable hell — from  that  hour,  fraud  upon  fraud,  guilt 
upon  guilt,  infamy  heaped  on  infamy,  till  I  stand  a 
marvel  to  myself  that  the  thunderbolt  falls  not — that 
Nature  thrusts  not  from  her  breast  a  living  outrage 
on  all  her  laws  !  Was  I  not  justified  in  the  desire  of 
retribution  ?  Every  step  that  I  fell,  every  glance  that 
I  gave  to  the  gulf  below,  increased  but  in  me  the 
desire  for  revenge.  All  my  acts  had  flowed  from  one 
fount — should  the  stream  roll  pollution,  and  the  fount 
spring  pure  ? " 

"  You  have  had  your  revenge  on  your  rival  and  her 
husband." 

"I  had  it,  and  I  passed  on  !"  said  Lucretia,  with 
nostrils  dilated  as  with  haughty  triumph  ;  "  they  were 
crushed,  and  I  suffered  them  to  live  !  Nay,  when  by 
chance  I  heard  of  William  Mainwaring's  death,  I  bowed 
down  my  head,  and  I  almost  think  I  wept.  The  old 
days  came  back  upon  me.  Yes,  I  wept !  But  I  had 
not  destroyed  their  love.  No,  no  ;  there  I  had  miser- 
ably failed.  A  pledge  of  that  love  lived.  I  had  left 
their  hearth  barren  ;  Fate  sent  them  a  comfort  which 
I  had  not  foreseen.  And  suddenly  my  hate  returned, 
my  wrongs  rose  again,  my  vengeance  was  not  sated. 
The  love  that  had  destroyed  more  than  my  life — my 
soul,  rose  again  and  cursed  me  in  the  face  of  Helen. 
The  oath  which  I  took  when  I  kissed  my  rival's  brow, 
demanded  another  prey  when  I  kissed  the  child  of 
those  nuptials." 


35 

"You  are  prepared  at  last,  then,  to  act?"  cried  Var- 
ney,  in  a  tone  of  savage  joy. 

At  that  moment,  close  under  the  window,  rose,  sud- 
den and  sweet,  the  voice  of  one  singing — the  young 
voice  of  Helen.  The  words  were  so  distinct  that  they 
came  to  the  ears  of  the  dark-plotting  and  guilty  pair. 
In  the  song  itself  there  was  little  to  remark,  or  pecu- 
liarly apposite  to  the  consciences  of  those  who  heard ; 
yet  in  the  extreme  and  touching  purity  of  the  voice, 
and  in  the  innocence  of  the  general  spirit  of  the 
words,  trite  as  might  be  the  image  they  conveyed,  there 
was  something  that  contrasted  so  fearfully  their  own 
thoughts  and  minds,  that  they  sat  silent,  looking 
vacantly  into  each  other's  faces,  and  shrinking  perhaps 
to  turn  their  eyes  within  themselves. 

HELEN'S  HYMN. 

"  Ye  fade,  yet  still  how  sweet,  ye  Flowers ! 

Your  scent  outlives  the  bloom  ! 
So,  Father,  may  my  mortal  hours 
Grow  sweeter  towards  the  tomb  ! 

In  withered  leaves  a  healing  cure 

The  simple  gleaners  find  ; 
So  may  our  withered  hopes  endure 

In  virtues  left  behind  ! 

Oh,  not  to  me  be  vainly  given 

The  lesson  ye  bestow, 
Of  thoughts  that  rise  in  sweets  to  Heaven, 

And  turn  to  use  below." 

The  song  died,  but  still  the  listeners  remained  silent, 
till  at  length,  shaking  off  the  effect  with  his  laugh  of 
discordant  irony,  Varney  said, — 
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<:  Sweet  innocence,  fresh  from  the  nursery !  "Would 
it  not  be  sin  to  suffer  the  world  to  mar  it  ?  You  hear 
the  prayer — why  not  grant  it,  and  let  the  flower  '  turn 
to  use  beloto?'" 

"Ah,  but  could  it  wither  first !"  muttered  Lucretia, 
with  an  accent  of  suppressed  rage.  "  Do  you  think 
that  her — that  his — daughter  is  to  me  but  a  vulgar 
life  to  be  sacrificed  merely  for  gold  1  Imagine  away 
your  sex,  man  !  "Women  only  know  what  I — such  as 
I,  woman  still — feel  in  the  presence  of  the  pure  !  Do 
you  fancy  that  I  should  not  have  held  death  a  bless- 
ing, if  death  could  have  found  me  in  youth  such  as 
Helen  is  ?  Ah,  could  she  but  live  to  suffer !  Die ! 
Well,  since  it  must  be — since  my  son  requires  the 
sacrifice — do  as  you  will  with  the  victim  that  death 
mercifully  snatches-  from  my  grasp.  I  could  have 
wished  to  prolong  her  life,  to  load  it  with  some  frag- 
ment of  the  curse  her  parents  heaped  upon  me ! — 
baffled  love,  and  ruin,  and  despair !  I  could  have 
hoped,  in  this  division  of  the  spoil,  that  mine  had  been 
the  vengeance,  if  yours  the  gold.  You  want  the  life 
— I  the  heart ; — the  heart  to  torture  first,  and  then — 
why  then — more  willingly  than  I  do  now,  could  I 
have  thrown  the  carcass  to  the  jackal !" 

"  Listen !"  began  Varney,  when  the  door  opened, 
and  Helen  herself  stood  unconsciously  smiling  at  the 
threshold. 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

The  Lawyer  and  the  Body-snatcher. 

THAT  same  evening,  Beck,  according  to  appointment, 
met  Percival,  and  showed  him  the  dreary -looking 
house  which  held  the  fair  stranger  who  had  so  at- 
tracted his  youthful  fancy.  And  Percival  looked  at 
the  high  walls  with  the  sailor's  bold  desire  for  adven- 
ture, while  confused  visions  reflected  from  plays,  operas, 
and  novels,  in  which  scaling  walls  with  rope-ladders 
and  dark  lanterns  was  represented  as  the  natural  avo- 
cation of  a  lover,  flitted  across  his  brain; — and  cer- 
tainly he  gave  a  deep  sigh,  as  his  common  sense 
plucked  him  back  from  such  romance.  However,  hav- 
ing now  ascertained  the  house,  it,  would  be  easy  to 
learn  the  name  of  its  inmates,  and  to  watch  or  make 
his  opportunity.  As  slowly  and  reluctantly  he  walked 
back  to  the  spot  where  he  had  left  his  cabriolet,  he 
entered  into  some  desultory  conversation  with  his 
strange  guide ;  and  the  pity  he  had  before  conceived 
for  Beck  increased  upon  him  as  he  talked  and  listened. 
This  benighted  mind,  only  illumined  by  a  kind  of 
miserable  astuteness,  and  that  "  cunning  of  the  belly" 
which  is  born  of  want  to  engender  avarice — this  joy- 
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less  temperament — this  age  in  youth — this  living  re- 
proach, rising  up  from  the  stones  of  London  against 
our  social  indifference  to  the  souls  which  wither  and 
rot  under  the  hard  eyes  of  science  and  the  deaf  ears 
of  wealth,  had  a  pathos  for  his  lively  sympathies  and 
his  fresh  heart. 

"  If  ever  you  want  a  friend,  come  to  me,"  said  St 
John,  abruptly. 

The  sweeper  stared,  and  a  gleam  of  diviner  nature, 
a  ray  of  gratitude  and  unselfish  devotion,  darted 
through  the  fog  and  darkness  of  his  mind.  He  stood, 
with  his  hat  off,  watching  the  wheels  of  the  cabriolet, 
as  it  bore  away  the  happy  child  of  fortune,  and  then, 
shaking  his  head,  as  at  some  puzzle  that  perplexed  and 
defied  his  comprehension,  strode  back  to  the  town,  and 
bent  his  way  homeward. 

Between  two  and  three  hours  after  Percival  thus 
parted  from  the  sweeper,  a  man  whose  dress  was  little 
in  accordance  with  the  scene  in  which  we  present  him, 
threaded  his  way  through  a  foul  labyrinth  of  alleys  in 
the  worst  part  of  St  Giles's  :  a  neighbourhood,  indeed, 
carefully  shunned  at  dusk  by  wealthy  passengers ;  for 
here  dwelt  not  only  Penury  in  its  grimmest  shape,  but 
the  desperate  and  dangerous  Guilt,  which  is  not  to  be 
lightly  encountered  in  its  haunts  and  domiciles.  Here 
children  imbibe  vice  with  their  mother's  milk.  Here 
Prostitution,  commencing  with  childhood,  grows  fierce 
and  sanguinary  in  the  teens,  and  leagues  with  theft 
and  murder.  Here  slinks  the  pickpocket  —  here 
emerges  the  burglar — here  skulks  the  felon.  Yet  all 
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about  and  all  around  here,  too,  may  be  found  virtue 
in  its  rarest  and  noblest  form — virtue  outshining  cir- 
cumstance and  defying  temptation — the  virtue  of  utter 
poverty,  which  groans  and  yet  sins  not.  So  inter- 
woven are  these  webs  of  penury  and  fraud,  that  in  one 
court  your  life  is  not  safe,  but  turn  to  the  right  hand, 
and  in  the  other  you  might  sleep  safely  in  that  worse 
than  Irish  shieling,  though  your  pockets  were  full  of 
gold.  Through  these  haunts  the  ragged  and  penni- 
less may  walk  unf earing,  for  they  have  nothing  to 
dread  from  the  lawless — more,  perhaps,  from  the  law ; 
but  the  wealthy,  the  respectable,  the  spruce,  the  dainty, 
let  them  beware  the  spot,  unless  the  policeman  is  in 
sight,  or  day  is  in  the  skies  ! 

As  this  passenger,  whose  appearance,  as  we  have 
implied,  was  certainly  not  that  of  a  denizen,  turned 
into  one  of  the  alleys,  a  rough  hand  seized  him  by  the 
arm,  and  suddenly  a  group  of  girls  and  tatterdemalions 
issued  from  a  house,  in  which  the  lower  shutters,  un- 
closed, showed  a  light  burning,  and  surrounded  him 
with  a  hoarse  whoop. 

The  passenger  whispered  a  word  in  the  ear  of  the 
grim  blackguard  who  had  seized  him,  and  his  arm  was 
instantly  released. 

"  Hist !  a  pal :  he  has  the  catch,"  said  the  black- 
guard, surlily.  The  group  gave  way,  and,  by  the  light 
of  the  clear  starlit  skies,  and  a  single  lamp  hung  at 
the  entrance  of  the  alley,  gazed  upon  the  stranger. 
But  they  made  no  effort  to  detain  him ;  and,  as  he  dis- 
appeared in  the  distant  shadows,  hastened  back  into 
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the  wretched  hostelry  where  they  had  been  merry- 
making. Meanwhile,  the  stranger  gained  a  narrow 
court,  and  stopped  before  a  house  in  one  of  its  angles 
— a  house  taller  than  the  rest — so  much  taller  than 
the  rest,  that  it  had  the  effect  of  a  tower ;  you  would 
have  supposed  it  (perhaps  rightly)  to  be  the  last  re- 
mains of  some  ancient  building  of  importance,  around 
which,  as  population  thickened  and  fasliion  changed, 
the  huts  below  it  had  insolently  sprung  up.  Quaint 
and  massive  pilasters,  black  with  the  mire  and  soot 
of  centuries,  flanked  the  deep-set  door ;  the  windows 
were  heavy  with  mullions  and  transoms,  and  strongly 
barred  in  the  lower  floor ;  but  few  of  the  panes  were 
whole,  and  only  here  and  there  had  any  attempts  been 
made  to  keep  out  the  wind  and  rain  by  rags,  paper, 
old  shoes,  old  hats,  and  other  ingenious  contrivances. 
Beside  the  door  was  conveniently  placed  a  row  of  some 
ten  or  twelve  bell-pulls,  appertaining  no  doubt  to  the 
various  lodgments  into  which  the  building  was  sub- 
divided. The  stranger  did  not  seem  very  familiar  with 
the  appurtenances  of  the  place.  He  stood  in  some 
suspense  as  to  the  proper  bell  to  select ;  but  at  last, 
guided  by  a  brass  plate  annexed  to  one  of  the  pulls, 
which,  though  it  was  too  dark  to  decipher  the  inscrip- 
tion, denoted  a  claim  to  superior  gentility  than  the 
rest  of  that  nameless  class,  he  hazarded  a  tug,  which 
brought  forth  a  larum  loud  enough  to  startle  the  whole 
court  from  its  stillness. 

In  a  minute  or  less  the  casement  in  one  of  the  upper 
storeys  opened,  a  head  peered  forth,  and  one  of  those 
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voices  peculiar  to  low  debauch — raw,   cracked,   and 
hoarse — called  out,  "  Who  waits  ? " 

"  Is  it  you,  Grabman?"  asked  the  stranger,  dubiously. 
"Yes;   Nicholas  Grabman,  attorney-at-law,  sir,  at 
your  service  :  and  your  name  ? "        4 
"  Jason,"  answered  the  stranger. 
"  Ho  !  there — ho  !  Beck  ! "  cried  the  cracked  voice 
to  some  one  within ;  "go  down  and  open  the  door." 

In  a  few  moments  the  heavy  portal  swung  and 
creaked,  and  yawned  sullenly,  and  a  gaunt  form,  half- 
undressed,  with  an  inch  of  a  farthing  rushlight,  glimmer- 
ing through  a  battered  lantern,  in  its  hand,  presented  it- 
self to  Jason.  The  last  eyed  the  ragged  porter  sharply. 
"  Do  you  live  here  ? " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Beck,  with  the  cringe  habitual  to 
him.  "  Hup  the  ladder,  vith  the  rats,  drat  'em." 

"  Well,  lead  on — hold  up  the  lantern  ;  a  devil  of 
a  dark  place  this  ! "  grumbled  Jason,  as  he  nearly 
stumbled  over  sundry  broken  chattels,  and  gained  a 
flight  of  rude,  black,  broken  stairs,  that  creaked  under 
his  tread. 

"  'St !  'st ! "  said  Beck,  between  his  teeth,  as  the 
stranger,  halting  at  the  second  floor,  demanded,  in 
no  gentle  tones,  whether  Mr  Grabman  lived  in  the 
chimney-pots. 

";St !  'st ! — don't  make  such  a  rumpus,  or  No.  7  will 
be  at  you." 

"  What  do  I  care  for  No.  7  ? — and  who  the  devil  is 
No.  7?" 

"  A  body-snatcher  ! "  whispered  Beck,  with  a  shud- 
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der.  "  He's  a  dillicut  sleeper,  and  can't  abide  having 
his  night's  rest  sp'ilt.  And  he's  the  houtrageoustest 
great  cretur  when  he's  hup  in  his  tantrums — it  makes 
your  'air  stand  on  ind  to  'ear  him  !  " 

"  I  should  Like  very  much  to  hear  him,  then,"  said 
the  stranger,  curiously.  And  while  he  spoke,  the  door 
of  No.  7  opened  abruptly.  A  huge  head,  covered  with 
matted  hair,  was  thrust  for  a  moment  through  the 
aperture,  and  two  dull  eyes,  that  seemed  covered  with 
a  film,  like  that  of  the  birds  which  feed  on  the  dead, 
met  the  stranger's  bold  sparkling  orbs. 

"  Hell  and  fury  ! "  bawled  out  the  voice  of  this 
ogre  Like  a  clap  of  near  thunder,  "  if  you  two  keep 
tramp,  tramp  there  close  at  my  door,  I'll  make  you 
meat  for  the  surgeons — b you  ! " 

"  Stop  a  moment,  my  civil  friend,"  said  the  stranger, 
advancing  ;  "just  stand  where  you  are ;  I  should  like 
to  make  a  sketch  of  your  head." 

That  head  protruded  farther  from  the  door,  and  with 
it  an  enormous  bulk  of  chest  and  shoulder.  But  the 
adventurous  visitor  was  not  to  be  daunted.  He  took 
out,  very  coolly,  a  pencil  and  the  back  of  a  letter,  and 
began  his  sketch. 

The  body-snatcher  stared  at  him  an  instant  in  mute 
astonishment ;  but  that  operation  and  the  composure 
of  the  artist  were  so  new  to  him  that  they  actually 
inspired  him  with  terror.  He  slunk  back — banged  to 
the  door ;  and  the  stranger,  putting  up  his  implements, 
said,  with  a  disdainful  laugh,  to  Beck,  who  had  slunk 
away  into  a  corner, — 


LUCEETIA.  43 

"No.  7  knows  well  how  to  take  care  of  Xo.  1. 
Lead  on,  and  be  quick,  then  ! " 

As  they  continued  to  mount,  they  heard  the  body- 
snatcher  growling  and  blaspheming  in  his  den,  and  the 
sound  made  Beck  clamber  the  quicker,  till  at  the  next 
landing-place  he  took  breath,  threw  open  a  door,  and 
Jason,  pushing  him  aside,  entered  first. 

The  interior  of  the  room  bespoke  better  circumstances 
than  might  have  been  supposed  from  the v  approach  ; 
the  floor  was  covered  with  sundry  scraps  of  carpets, 
formerly  of  different  hues  and  patterns,  but  mellowed 
by  time  into  one  threadbare  mass  of  grease  and  canvass. 
There  was  a  good  fire  on  the  hearth,  though  the  night 
was  warm  ;  there  were  sundry  volumes  piled  round 
the  walls,  in  the  binding  peculiar  to  law-books  ;  in  a 
corner  stood  a  tall  desk,  of  the  fashion  used  by  clerks, 
perched  on  tall  slim  legs,  and  companioned  by  a  tall 
slim  stooL  On  a  table  before  the  fire  were  scattered 
the  remains  of  the  nightly  meal, — broiled  bones,  the 
skeleton  of  a  herring ;  and  the  steam  rose  from,  a 
tumbler  containing  a  liquid  colourless  as  water,  but 
poisonous  as  gin. 

The  room  was  squalid  and  dirty,  and  bespoke  mean 
and  slovenly  habits ;  but  it  did  not  bespeak  penury 
and  want ;  it  had  even  an  air  of  filthy  comfort  of  its 
own — the  comfort  of  the  swine  in  its  warm  sty.  The 
occupant  of  the  chamber  was  in  keeping  with  the 
localities.  Figure  to  yourself  a  man  of  middle  height 
— not  thin,  but  void  of  all  muscular  flesh,  bloated, 
puffed,  unwholesome.  He  was  dressed  in  a  grey 
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flannel  gown  and  short  "breeches,  the  stockings  wrinkled 
and  distained,  the  feet  in  slippers.  The  stomach  was 
that  of  a  portly  man,  the  legs  those  of  a  skeleton ;  the 
cheeks,  full  and  swollen,  like  a  ploughboy's,  but  livid, 
bespeckled,  of  a  dull  lead-colour,  like  a  patient  in  the 
dropsy.  The  head,  covered  in  patches  with  thin  yel- 
lowish hair,  gave  some  promise  of  intellect,  for  the 
forehead  was  high,  and  appeared  still  more  so  from 
partial  baldness ;  the  eyes,  imbedded  in  fat  and 
wrinkled  skin,  were  small  and  lustreless,  but  they  still 
had  that  acute  look  which  education  and  ability  com- 
municate to  the  human  orb  ;  the  mouth  most  showed 
the  animal — full-lipped,  coarse,  and  sensual ;  while 
behind  one  of  two  great  ears  stuck  a  pen. 

You  see  before  you,  then,  this  slatternly  figure — 
slipshod,  half-clothed,  with  a  sort  of  shabby  derni- 
gentility  about  it — half  ragamuffin,  half  clerk  j  while 
in  strong  contrast  appeared  the  new-comer,  scrupu- 
lously neat,  new — with  bright  black  satin  stock,  coat 
cut  jauntily  to  the  waist,  varnished  boots,  kid  gloves, 
and  trim  mustache. 

Behind  this  sleek  and  comely  personage,  on  knock- 
knees,  in  torn  shirt  open  at  the  throat,  with  apathetic, 
listless,  unlighted  face,  stood  the  lean  and  gawky 
Beck. 

"  Set  a  chair  for  the  gentleman,"  said  the  inmate  of 
the  chamber  to  Beck,  with  a  dignified  wave  of  the  hand. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr — Mr — humph — Jason  1 — how 
do  you  do  ? — always  smart  and  blooming  ;  the  world 
thrives  with  you." 
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"  The  world  is  a  farm,  that  thrives  with  all  who  till 
it  properly,  Grabman,"  answered  Jason,  dryly ;  and 
with  his  handkerchief  he  carefully  dusted  the  chair, 
on  which  he  then  daintily  deposited  his  person. 

"  But  who  is  your  Ganymede — your  valet — your 
gentleman-usher  1 " 

"  Oh  !  a  lad  about  town,  who  lodges  above,  and  does 
odd  jobs  for  me — brushes  my  coat,  cleans  my  shoes, 
and  after  his  day's  work  goes  an  errand  now  and  then. 
Make  yourself  scarce,  Beck  ! — Anatomy,  vanish  ! " 

Beck  grinned,  nodded,  pulled  hard  at  a  flake  of  his 
hair,  and  closed  the  door. 

"One  of  your  brotherhood  that?"  asked  Jason, 
carelessly. 

"  He,  oaf ! — no,"  said  Grabman,  with  profound  con- 
tempt in  his  sickly  visage.  "  He  works  for  his  bread  ! 
— instinct ! — turnspits,  and  truffle-dogs,  and  some  silly 
men  have  it !  What  an  age  since  we  met — shall  I 
mix  you  a  tumbler  ? " 

"  You  know  I  never  drink  your  vile  spirits ;  though 
in  champagne  and  bourdeaux  I  am  any  man's  match." 

"  And  how  the  devil  do  you  keep  old  black  thoughts 
out  of  your  mind  by  those  washy  potations  1 " 

"  Old  black  thoughts  !— of  what  ? " 

"  Of  black  actions,  Jason.  "We  have  not  met  since 
you  paid  me  for  recommending  the  nurse  who  attended 
your  uncle  in  his  last  illness." 

"  Well,  poor  coward  1 " 

Grabman  knit  his  thin  eyebrows,  and  gnawed  his 
blubber  lips, — 
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"  I  am  no  coward,  as  you  know." 

"Not  when  a  thing  is  to  be  done,  bnt  after  it  is 
done.  You  brave  the  substance,  and  tremble  at  the 
shadow.  I  daresay  you  see  ugly  goblins  in  the  dark, 
Grabman?" 

"  Ay,  ay ;  but  it  is  no  use  talking  to  you.  You  call 
yourself  Jason  because  of  your  yellow  hair,  or  your 
love  for  the  golden  fleece  ;  but  your  old  comrades 
called  you  Rattlesnake;  and  you  have  its  blood,  as 
its  venom." 

"  And  its  charm,  man,"  added  Jason,  with  a  strange 
smile  that,  though  hypocritical  and  constrained,  had 
yet  a  certain  softness,  and  added  greatly  to  the  come- 
liness of  features,  which  many  might  call  beautiful, 
and  all  would  allow  to  be  regular  and  symmetrical. 
11 1  shall  find  at  least  ten  love-letters  on  my  table 
when  I  go  home.  But  enough  of  these  fopperies  ;  I 
am  here  on  business." 

"  Law,  of  course ;  I  am  your  man — who's  the 
victim  1 "  and  a  hideous  grin  on  Grabman's  face  con- 
trasted the  sleek  smile  that  yet  lingered  upon  his 
visitor's. 

"  No  ;  something  less  hazardous,  but  not  less  lucra- 
tive than  our  old  practices.  This  is  a  business  that 
may  bring  you  hundreds,  thousands — that  may  take 
you  from  this  hovel  to  speculate  at  the  "West  End — 
that  may  change  your  gin  into  Laffitte,  and  your 
herring  into  venison — that  may  lift  the  broken  attorney 
again  upon  the  wheel — again  to  roll  down,  it  may  be  ; 
but  that  is  your  affair." 
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"  Tore  Gad,  open  the  case,"  cried  Grabman,  eagerly; 
and,  shoving  aside  the  ignoble  relics  of  his  supper,  he 
leaned  his  elbows  on  the  table,  and  his  chin  on  his 
damp  palrns,  while  eyes  that  positively  brightened 
into  an  expression  of  greedy  and  relentless  intelligence 
were  fixed  upon  his  visitor. 

"The  case  runs  thus,"  said  Jason:  "Once  upon  a 
time  there  lived  at  an  old  house  in  Hampshire,  called 
Laughton,  a  wealthy  baronet  named  St  John.  He  was 
a  bachelor — his  estates  at  his  own  disposal.  He  had 
two  nieces  and  a  more  distant  kinsman.  His  eldest 
niece  lived  with  him — she  was  supposed  to  be  destined 
for  his  heiress ;  circumstances,  needless  to  relate, 
brought  upon  this  girl  her  uncle's  displeasure — she 
was  dismissed  his  house.  Shortly  afterwards  he  died, 
leaving  to  his  kinsman — a  Mr  Yernon — his  estates, 
with  remainder  to  Vernon's  issue,  and,  in  default 
thereof— first,  to  the  issue  of  the  younger  niece,  next 
to  that  of  the  elder  and  disinherited  one.  The  elder 
married,  and  was  left  a  widow,  without  children.  She 
married  again,  and  had  a  son.  Her  second  husband, 
for  some  reason  or  other,  conceived  ill  opinions  of  his 
wife.  In  his  last  illness  (he  did  not  live  long)  he 
resolved  to  punish  the  wife  by  robbing  the  mother. 
He  sent  away  the  son,  nor  have  we  been  able  to 
discover  him  since.  It  is  that  son  whom  you  are  to 
find." 

"  I  see,  I  see  ! — go  on,"  said  Grabman.  "  This  son 
is  now  the  remainderman.  How  lost  1 — when  1 — what 
year  ? — what  trace  1 " 
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"  Patience !  You  will  find  in  this  paper  the  date 
of  the  loss  and  the  age  of  the  child,  then  a  mere  infant. 
Now  for  the  trace.  This  husband — did  I  tell  you  his 
name1? — no — Alfred  Braddell — had  one  friend  more 
intimate  than  the  rest — John  Walter  Ardworth,  a 
cashiered  officer,  a  ruined  man,  pursued  by  bill-brokers, 
Jews,  and  bailiffs.  To  this  man  we  have  lately  had 
reason  to  believe  that  the  child  was  given.  Ardworth, 
however,  was  shortly  afterwards  obliged  to  fly  his  cre- 
ditors. "We  know  that  he  went  to  India,  but  if  resid- 
ing there,  it  must  have  been  under  some  new  name, 
and  we  fear  he  is  now  dead.  All  our  inquiries,  at 
least,  after  this  man,  have  been  fruitless.  Before  he 
went  abroad,  he  left  with  his  old  tutor  a  child,  corre- 
sponding in  age  to  that  of  Mrs  Braddell' s.  In  this 
child  she  thinks  she  recognises  her  son.  All  that  you 
have  to  do  is  to  trace  his  identity  by  good  legal  evi- 
dence :  don't  smile  in  that  foolish  way — I  mean  sound, 
bond  fide  evidence,  that  will  stand  the  fire  of  cross- 
examination  ;  you  know  what  that  is  !  You  will  there- 
fore find  out — first,  whether  Braddell  did  consign  his 
child  to  Ardworth ;  and  if  so,  you  must  then  follow 
Ardworth,  with  that  child  in  his  keeping,  to  Matthew 
Fielden's  house,  whose  address  you  find  noted  in  the 
paper  I  gave  you,  together  with  many  other  memo- 
randa as  to  Ardworth's  creditors,  and  those  whom  he 
is  likely  to  have  come  across." 

"  John  Ardworth,  I  see  ! " 

"  John  Walter  Ardworth,  commonly  called  Walter ; 
he,  like  me,  preferred  to  be  known  only  by  his  second 
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baptismal  name, — he,  because  of  a  favourite  Radical 
godfather — I,  because  Honore  is  an  inconvenient  Gal- 
licism, and  perhaps  when  Honore  Mirabeau  (my  god- 
father) went  out  of  fashion  with  the  sans-culottes,  my 
father  thought  Gabriel  a  safer  designation.  Now  I  have 
told  you  aU  ! " 

"  What  is  the  mother's  maiden  name  ?  " 

"  Her  maiden  name  was  Clavering ;  she  was  married 
under  that  of  Dalibard,  her  first  husband." 

"And,"  said  Grabman,  looking  over  the  notes  in 
the  paper  given  to  him,  "  it  is  at  Liverpool  that  the 
husband  died,  and  whence  the  child  was  sent  away  ? " 

"  It  is  so ;  to  Liverpool  you  will  go  first.  I  tell  you 
fairly,  the  task  is  difficult,  for  hitherto  it  has  foiled 
me.  I  knew  but  one  man  who,  without  flattery,  could 
succeed ;  and  therefore  I  spared  no  pains  to  find  out 
^Nicholas  Grabman.  You  have  the  true  ferret's  faculty ; 
you,  too,  are  a  lawyer,  and  snuff  evidence  in  every 
breath.  Find  up  a  son — a  legal  son — a  son  to  be 
shown  in  a  court  of  law,  and  the  moment  he  steps 
into  the  lands  and  the  hall  of  Laughton,  you  have 
£5000." 

"  Can  I  have  a  bond  to  that  effect  ? " 

"  My  bond,  I  fear,  is  Avorth  no  more  than  my  word. 
Trust  to  the  last ; — if  I  break  it,  you  know  enough  of 
uiy  secrets  to  hang  me  ! " 

"  Don't  talk  of  hanging — I  hate  that  subject.  But 
stop — if  found,  does  this  son  succeed  1  Did  this  Mr 
Yernon  leave  no  heir — this  other  sister  continue  single, 
or  prove  barren  ?  " 

VOL.  II.  D 
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"  Oh,  true  !  he,  Mr  Vernon,  who  by  will  took  the 
name  of  St  John,  he  left  issue,  hut  only  one  son  still 
survives,  a  minor  and  unmarried.  The  sister,  too,  left 
a  daughter ;  both  are  poor,  sickly  creatures — their  lives 
not  worth  a  straw.  Never  mind  them.  You  find  Vin- 
cent Braddell,  and  he  will  not  be  long  out  of  his  pro- 
perty, nor  you  out  of  your  £5000  !  You  see,  under 
these  circumstances,  a  bond  might  become  dangerous 
evidence  ! " 

Grabman  emitted  a  fearful  and  tremulous  chuckle — 
a  laugh  like  the  laugh  of  a  superstitious  man  when  you 
talk  to  him  of  ghosts  and  churchyards.  He  chuckled, 
and  his  hair  bristled  !  But  after  a  pause,  in  which  he 
seemed  to  wrestle  with  his  own  conscience,  he  said, 
"  Well,  well,  you  are  a  strange  man,  Jason,  you  love 
your  joke — I  have  nothing  to  do,  except  to  find  out 
this  ultimate  remainderman — mind  that ! " 

"  Perfectly;  nothing  like  subdivision  of  labour." 

"  The  search  will  be  expensive  ! " 

"  There  is  oil  for  your  wheels,"  answered  Jason,  put- 
ting a  note-book  into  his  confidant's  hands.  "But 
mind  you  waste  it  not ;  no  tricks,  no  false  play  with 
me  :  you  know  Jason,  or,  if  you  like  the  name  better, 
you  know  the  Rattlesnake  ! " 

"I  will  account  for  every  penny,"  said  Grabman, 
eagerly,  and  clasping  his  hands,  while  his  pale  face 
grew  livid. 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it,  my  quill-driver.  Look  sharp, 
start  to-morrow  !  Get  thyself  decent  clothes,  be  sober, 
cleanly,  and  respectable.  Act  as  a  man  who  sees  be- 


LUCRETIA.  51 

fore  him  five  thousand  pounds.  And  now  light  me 
down-stairs." 

With  the  candle  in  his  hand,  Grabman  stole  down 
the  rugged  steps  even  more  timorously  than  Beck  had 
ascended  them,  and  put  his  finger  to  his  mouth  as  they 
came  in  the  dread  vicinity  of  No.  7.  But  Jason,  or 
rather  Gabriel  Varney,  with  that  fearless,  reckless 
bravado  of  temper,  which,  while  causing  half  his  guilt, 
threw  at  times  a  false  glitter  over  its  baseness,  piqued 
by  the  cowardice  of  his  comrade,  gave  a  lusty  kick  at 
the  closed  door,  and  shouted  out,  "  Old  gravestealer, 
come  out,  and  let  me  finish  your  picture.  Out,  out ! 
I  say,  out ! "  Grabman  left  the  candle  on  the  steps, 
and  made  but  three  bounds  to  his  own  room. 

At  the  third  shout  of  his  disturber,  the  Resurrec- 
tion-man threw  open  his  door  violently,  and  appeared 
at  the  gap — the  upward  flare  of  the  candle  showing 
the  deep  lines  ploughed  in  his  hideous  face,  and  the 
immense  strength  of  his  gigantic  trunk  and  limbs. 
Slight,  fair,  and  delicate  as  he  was,  Varney  eyed  him 
deliberately  and  trembled  not. 

"  What  do  you  want  with  me  1 "  said  the  terrible 
voice,  tremulous  with  rage. 

"  Only  to  finish  your  portrait,  as  Pluto.  He  was 
the  god  of  Hell,  you  know  !  " 

The  next  moment,  the  vast  hand  of  the  ogre  hung 
like  a  great  cloud  over  Gabriel  Varney.  This  last,  ever 
on  his  guard,  sprang  aside,  and  the  light  gleamed  on 
the  steel  of  a  pistol.  "  Hands  off ! — or " 

The  click  of  the  pistol-cock  finished  the  sentence. 
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The  ruffian  halted.  A  glare  of  disappointed  fury  gave 
a  momentary  lustre  to  his  dull  eyes.  "  P'raps  I  shall 
meet  you  again  one  o'  these  days  or  nights,  and  I 
shall  know  ye  in  ten  thousand." 

"Nothing  like  a  bird  in  the  hand,  Master  Grave- 
stealer !  Where  can  we  ever  meet  again  1 " 

"  P'raps  in  the  fields — p'raps  on  the  road — p'raps  at 
the  Old  Bailey — p'raps  at  the  gallows — p'raps  in  the 
convict-ship.  I  knows  what  that  is  !  I  was  chained 
night  and  day  once  to  a  chap  jist  like  you — didn't  I 
break  his  spurit — didn't  I  spile  his  sleep  ?  Ho,  ho  ! 
— you  looks  a  bit  less  varmently  howdacious  now,  my 
flash  cove  ! " 

Varney  hitherto  had  not  known  one  pang  of  fear, 
one  quicker  beat  of  the  heart  before.  But  the  image 
presented  to  his  irritable  fancy  (always  prone  to  brood 
over  terrors),  the  image  of  that  companion — chained  to 
him  night  and  day — suddenly  quelled  his  courage; 
the  image  stood  before  him  palpably,  like  the  Oulos 
Oneiros — the  Evil  Dream  of  the  Greeks, 

He  breathed  loud.  The  body-stealer's  stupid  sense 
saw  that  he  had  produced  the  usual  effect  of  terror, 
which  gratified  his  brutal  self-esteem;  he  retreated 
slowly,  inch  by  inch,  to  the  door,  followed  by  Var- 
ney's  appalled  and  staring  eye,  and  closed  it  with 
such  violence  that  the  candle  was  extinguished. 

Varney,  not  daring — yes,  literally  not  daring — to 
call  aloud  to  Grabman  for  another  light,  crept  down 
the  dark  stairs  with  hurried,  ghostlike  steps,  and,  after 
groping  at  the  door-handle  with  one  hand,  while  the 
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other  grasped  his  pistol  with  a  strain  of  horror,  he 
succeeded  at  last  in  winning  access  to  the  street,  and 
stood  a  moment  to  collect  himself  in  the  open  air — 
the  damps  upon  his  forehead,  and  his  limbs  trembling 
like  one  who  has  escaped  by  a  hairbreadth  the  crash 
of  a  falling  house. 


CHAPTEE    VII. 

The  Rape  of  the  Mattress. 

THAT  Mr  Grabman  slept  calmly  that  night  is  probable 
enough,  for  his  gin-bottle  was  empty  the  next  morn- 
ing ;  and  it  was  with  eyes  more  than  usually  heavy 
that  he  dozily  followed  the  movements  of  Beck,  who, 
according  to  custom,  opened  the  shutters  of  the  little 
den  adjoining  his  sitting-room,  brushed  his  clothes, 
made  his  fire,  set  on  the  kettle  to  boil,  and  laid  his 
breakfast-things,  preparatory  to  his  own  departure  to 
the  duties  of  the  day.  Stretching  himself,  however, 
and  shaking  off  slumber,  as  the  remembrance  of  the 
enterprise  he  had  undertaken  glanced  pleasantly  across 
him,  Grabman  sat  up  in  his  bed,  and  said  in  a  voice 
that  if  not  maudlin  was  affectionate,  and  if  not  affec- 
tionate was  maudlin — 

"  Beck,  you  are  a  good  fellow  !  You  have  faults — 
you  are  human ;  humanum  est  errare,  which  means 
that  you  sometimes  scorch  my  muffins.  But,  take  you 
all  in  all,  you  are  a  kind  creature.  Beck,  I  am  going 
into  the  country  for  some  days.  I  shall  leave  my  key 
in  the  hole  in  the  wall,  you  know ;  take  care  of  it 
when  you  come  in.  You  were  out  late  last  night,  my 
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poor  fellow.  Very  wrong  !  Look  well  to  yourself,  or 
who  knows,  you  may  be  clutched  by  that  blackguard 
Eesurrection-man,  No.  7.  "Well,  well !  to  think  of  that 
Jason's  foolhardiness.  But  he's  the  worse  devil  of  the 
two.  Eh !  what  was  I  saying  ?  And  always  give  a 
look  into  my  room  every  night  before  you  go  to  roost. 
The  place  swarms  with  cracksmen,  and  one  can't  be 
too  cautious.  Lucky  dog,  you,  to  have  nothing  to  be 
robbed  of!" 

Beck  winced  at  that  last  remark.  Grabman  did  not 
seem  to  notice  his  confusion,  and  proceeded,  as  he  put 
on  his  stockings,  "  And,  Beck,  you  are  a  good  fellow, 
and  have  served  me  faithfully;  when  I  come  back,  I 
will  bring  you  something  handsome — a  backey-box,  or, 
who  knows,  a  beautiful  silver  watch.  Meanwhile,  I 
think — let  me  see — yes,  I  can  give  you  this  elegant 
pair  of  small-clothes.  Put  out  my  best — the  black 
ones.  And  now,  Beck,  I'll  not  keep  you  any  longer." 

The  poor  sweep,  with  many  pulls  at  his  forelock, 
acknowledged  the  munificent  donation,  and  having 
finished  all  his  preparations,  hastened  first  to  his  room, 
to  examine  at  leisure,  and  with  great  admiration,  the 
drab  small-clothes.  Room,  indeed,  we  can  scarcely 
style  the  wretched  enclosure  which  Beck  called  his  own. 
It  was  at  the  top  of  the  house,  under  the  roof,  and  hot 
— oh,  so  hot,  in  the  summer  !  It  had  one  small  be- 
grimed window,  through  which  the  light  of  heaven 
never  came,  for  the  parapet,  beneath  which  ran  the 
choked  gutter,  prevented  that  But  the  rain  and  the 
wind  came  in.  So  sometimes,  through  four  gkssless 
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panes,  came  a  fugitive  tom-cat.  As  for  the  rats,  they 
held  the  place  as  their  own.  Accustomed  to  Beck, 
they  cared  nothing  for  him.  They  were  the  Mayors 
of  that  Palace — he  only  le  roi  faineant.  They  ran 
over  his  bed  at  night ;  he  often  felt  them  on  his  face, 
and  was  convinced  they  would  have  eaten  him,  if  there 
had  been  anything  worth  eating  upon  his  bones  ;  still, 
perhaps  out  of  precaution  rather  than  charity,  he  gene- 
rally left  them  a  potato  or  two,  or  a  crust  of  bread,  to 
take  off  the  edge  of  their  appetites.  But  Beck  was  far 
better  off  than  most  who  occupied  the  various  settle- 
ments in  that  Alsatia — he  had  his  room  to  himself. 
That  was  necessary  to  his  sole  luxury — the  inspection 
of  his  treasury,  the  safety  of  his  mattress ;  for  it  he 
paid,  without  grumbling,  what  he  thought  was  a  very 
high  rent.  To  this  hole  in  the  roof  there  was  no  lock 
— for  a  very  good  reason,  there  was  no  door  to  it. 
You  went  up  a  ladder,  as  you  would  go  into  a  loft. 
Now,  it  had  often  been  matter  of  much  intense  cogita- 
tion to  Beck,  whether  or  not  he  should  have  a  door  to 
this  chamber;  and  the  result  of  the  cogitation  was 
invariably  the  same — he  dared  not !  What  should  he 
want  with  a  door — a  door  with  a  lock  to  it  ? — for  one 
followed  as  a  consequence  to  the  other.  Such  a  novel 
piece  of  grandeur  would  be  an  ostentatious  advertise- 
ment that  he  had  something  to  guard.  He  could  have 
no  pretence  for  it  on  the  ground  that  he  was  intruded 
on  by  neighbours  ;  no  step  but  his  own  was  ever 
caught  by  him  ascending  that  ladder ;  it  led  to  no 
other  room.  All  the  offices  required  for  the  lodgment 
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he  performed  himself.  His  supposed  poverty  was  a 
better  safeguard  than  doors  of  iron.  Besides  this,  a 
door,  if  dangerous,  would  he  superfluous ;  the  moment 
it  was  suspected  that  Beck  had  something  worth 
guarding,  that  moment  all  the  picklocks  and  skeleton 
keys  in  the  neighbourhood  would  be  in  a  jingle.  And 
a  cracksman  of  high  repute  lodged  already  on  the 
ground-floor.  So  Beck's  treasure,  like  the  bird's  nest, 
was  deposited  as  much  out  of  sight  as  his  instinct 
could  contrive ;  and  the  locks  and  bolts  of  civilised 
men  were  equally  dispensed  with  by  bird  and  Beck. 

On  a  rusty  nail  the  sweep  suspended  the  drab  small- 
clothes, stroked  them  down  lovingly,  and  murmured, 
"  They  he's  too  good  for  I — I  should  like  to  pop  'em  ! 
But  vouldn't  that  be  a  shame  1  Beck,  ben't  you  a 
hungrateful  beast  to  go  for  to  think  of  nothin'  but 
the  tin,  ven  your  'art  ought  to  varm  vith  hemotion  ? 
I  vill  vear  'em  ven  I  vaits  on  him.  Ven  he  sees  his 
own  smalls  bringing  in  the  muffins,  he  will  say,  '  Beck, 
you  becomes  'em  ! ' ' 

Fraught  with  this  noble  resolution,  the  sweep  caught 
up  his  broom,  crept  down  the  ladder,  and,  with  a  fur- 
tive glance  at  the  door  of  the  room  in  which  the  cracks- 
man lived,  let  himself  out,  and  shambled  his  way  to 
Ms  crossing.  Grabman,  in  the  meanwhile,  dressed 
himself  with  more  care  than  usual,  shaved  his  beard 
from  a  four  days'  crop,  and,  while  seated  at  his  break- 
fast, read  attentively  over  the  notes  which  Varney  had 
left  to  him,  pausing  at  times  to  make  his  own  pencil 
memoranda.  He  then  packed  up  such  few  articles  as 
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so  moderate  a  worshipper  of  the  Graces  might  require, 
deposited  them  in  an  old  blue  brief-bag ;  and  this 
done,  he  opened  his  door,  and,  creeping  to  the  thresh- 
old, listened  carefully.  Below,  a  few  sounds  might 
be  heard ;  here,  the  wail  of  a  child — there,  the  shrill 
scold  of  a  woman,  in  that  accent  above  all  others 
adapted  to  scold — the  Irish.  Farther  down  still,  the 
deep  bass  oath  of  the  choleric  Eesurrection-man ;  but 
above,  all  was  silent.  Only  one  floor  intervened  be- 
tween Grabnian's  apartment  and  the  ladder  that  led 
to  Beck's  loft.  And  the  inmates  of  that  room  gave  no 
sound  of  life.  Grabman  took  courage,  and,  shuffling 
off  his  shoes,  ascended  the  stairs ;  he  passed  the  closed 
door  of  the  room  above — he  seized  the  ladder  with  a 
shaking  hand — he  mounted,  step  after  step — he  stood 
in  Beck's  room. 

Now,  0  Nicholas  Grabman,  some  moralists  may  be 
harsh  enough  to  condemn  thee  for  what  thou  art 
doing  :  kneeling  yonder  in  the  dim  light,  by  that 
curtainless  pallet,  with  greedy  fingers  feeling  here  and 
there,  and  a  placid,  self-hugging  smile  upon  thy  pale 
lips.  That  poor  vagabond,  whom  thou  art  about  to 
despoil,  has  served  thee  well  and  faithfully,  has  borne 
with  thine  ill-humours,  thy  sarcasms,  thy  swearings, 
thy  kicks  and  buffets — often,  when,  in  the  bestial  sleep 
of  drunkenness,  he  has  found  thee  stretched  helpless  on 
thy  floor,  with  a  kindly  hand  he  has  moved  away  the 
sharp  fender,  too  near  that  knavish  head,  now  bent  on 
his  ruin ;  or  closed  the  open  window,  lest  the  keen  air, 
that  thy  breath  tainted,  should  visit  thee  with  rheum 
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and  fever.  Small  has  been  his  guerdon  for  uncom- 
plaining sacrifice  of  the  few  hours  spared  to  the  weary 
drudge  from  his  daily  toil — small,  but  gratefully  re- 
ceived. And  if  Beck  had  been  taught  to  pray,  he 
would  have  prayed  for  thee  as  for  a  good  man,  0 
miserable  sinner  !  And  thou  art  going  now,  Nicholas 
Grabman,  upon  an  enterprise  which  promises  thee 
large  gains,  and  thy  purse  is  filled  ;  and  thou  wantest 
nothing  for  thy  wants,  or  thy  swinish  luxuries.  Why 
should  those  shaking  fingers  itch  for  the  poor  beggar- 
man's  hoards  1 

But  hadst  thou  been  bound  on  an  errand  that  would 
have  given  thee  a  minion,  thou  wouldst  not  have  left 
unrifled  that  secret  store  which  thy  prying  eye  had 
discovered,  and  thy  hungry  heart  had  coveted.  No  ; 
since  one  night — fatal,  alas  !  to  the  owner  of  loft  and 
treasure — when,  needing  Beck  for  some  service,  and 
fearing  to  call  aloud  (for  the  Resurrection-man  in  the 
floor  below  thee,  whose  oaths  even  now  ascend  to  thine 
ear,  sleeps  ill,  and  has  threatened  to  make  thee  mute 
for  ever  if  thou  disturbest  him  in  the  few  nights  in 
which  his  dismal  calling  suffers  him  to  sleep  at  all), 
thou  didst  creep  up  the  ladder,  and  didst  see  the  un- 
conscious miser  at  his  nightly  work,  and  after  the  sight 
didst  steal  down  again,  smiling — no  ;  since  that  night, 
no  schoolboy  ever  more  rootedly  and  ruthlessly  set  his 
mind  upon  nest  of  linnet,  than  thine  was  set  upon  the 
stores  in  Beck's  mattress. 

And  yet  why,  0  lawyer,  should  rigid  moralists  blame 
thee  more  than  such  of  thy  tribe  as  live,  honoured  and 
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respectable,  upon  the  frail  and  the  poor  1  Who  among 
them  ever  left  loft  or  mattress  while  a  rap  could  be 
wrung  from  either  1  Matters  it  to  Astrsea  whether  the 
spoliation  be  made  thus  nakedly  and  briefly,  or  by  all 
the  acknowledged  forms  in  which  item  on  item,  six- 
and-eightpence  on  six-and-eightpence,  the  inexorable 
hand  closes,  at  length,  on  the  last  farthing  of  duped 
despair  ?  Not — Heaven  forbid  ! — that  we  make  thee, 
foul  Nicholas  Grabman,  a  type  for  all  the  class  called 
attorneys-at-law  !  Noble  hearts,  liberal  minds,  are 
there  amongst  that  brotherhood,  we  know,  and  have 
experienced ;  but  a  type  art  thou  of  those  whom  want 
and  error  and  need  have  proved — alas  too  well — the 
lawyers  of  the  poor.  And  even  while  we  write,  and 
even  while  ye  read,  many  a  Grabman  steals  from  help- 
less toil  the  savings  of  a  life. 

Ye  poor  hoards — darling  delights  of  your  otherwise 
joyless  owner — how  easily  has  his  very  fondness  made 
ye  the  prey  of  the  spoiler  !  How  gleefully,  when  the 
pence  swelled  into  a  shilling,  have  they  been  exchanged 
into  the  new  bright  piece  of  silver,  the  newest  and 
brightest  that  could  be  got ;  then  the  shillings  into 
crowns,  then  the  crowns  into  gold — got  slyly  and  at  a 
distance,  and  contemplated  with  what  rapture  ! — so 
that,  at  last,  the  total  lay  manageable  and  light  in  its 
radiant  compass.  And  what  a  total ! — what  a  surprise  to 
Grabman  !  Had  it  been  but  a  sixpence,  he  would  have 
taken  it ;  but  to  grasp  sovereigns  by  the  handful,  it 
was  too  much  for  him ;  and,  as  he  rose,  he  positively 
laughed,  from  a  sense  of  fun. 
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But  amongst  his  booty  there  was  found  one  thing 
that  specially  moved  his  mirth — it  was  a  child's  coral, 
Avith  its  little  bells.  "Who  could  have  given  Beck 
such  a  bauble,  or  how  Beck  could  have  refrained  from 
turning  it  into  money,  would  have  been  a  fit  matter 
for  speculation.  But  it  was  not  that  at  which  Grab- 
man  chuckled ;  he  laughed,  first,  because  it  was  an 
emblem  of  the  utter  childishness  and  folly  of  the  crea- 
ture he  was  leaving  penniless  ;  and,  secondly,  because 
it  furnished  his  ready  wit  with  a  capital  contrivance  to 
shift  Beck's  indignation  from  his  own  shoulders  to  a 
party  more  liable  to  suspicion.  He  left  the  coral  on 
the  floor  near  the  bed,  stole  down  the  ladder,  reached 
his  own  room,  took  up  his  brief-bag,  locked  his  door, 
slipped  the  key  in  the  rat-hole,  where  the  trusty,  plun- 
dered Beck  alone  could  find  it,  and  went  boldly  down- 
stairs, passing  successively  the  doors  within  which 
still  stormed  the  Resurrection-man,  still  wailed  the 
child,  still  shrieked  the  Irish  shrew :  he  paused  at  the 
ground-floor  occupied  by  Bill  the  cracksman,  and  his 
long-fingered,  slender,  quick-eyed  imps,  trained  already 
to  pass  through  broken  window-panes  on  their  pre- 
cocious progress  to  the  hulks. 

The  door  was  open,  and  gave  a  pleasant  sight  of  the 
worthy  family  within.  Bill  himself,  a  stout-looking 
fellow,  with  a  florid,  jolly  countenance,  and  a  pipe  in 
his  mouth,  was  sitting  at  his  window,  with  his  brawny 
legs  lolling  on  a  table  covered  with  the  remains  of  a 
very  tolerable  breakfast.  Four  small  Bills  were  em- 
ployed in  certain  sports,  which  no  doubt,  according  to 
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the  fashionable  mode  of  education,  instilled  useful 
lessons  under  the  artful  guise  of  playful,  amusement. 
Against  the  wall,  at  one  corner  of  the  room,  was  affixed 
a  row  of  bells,  from  which  were  suspended  exceedingly 
tempting  apples  by  slender  wires.  Two  of  the  boys 
were  engaged  in  the  innocent  entertainment  of  extri- 
cating the  apples  without  occasioning  any  alarm  from 
the  bells ;  a  third  was  amusing  himself  at  a  table, 
covered  with  mock  rings  and  trinkets,  in  a  way  that 
seemed  really  surprising;  with  the  end  of  a  finger 
dipped  probably  in  some  glutinous  matter,  he  just 
touched  one  of  the  gewgaws,  and  lo,  it  vanished ! — 
vanished  so  magically,  that  the  quickest  eye  could 
scarcely  trace  whither ;  sometimes  up  a  cuff,  sometimes 
into  a  shoe — here,  there,  anywhere — except  back  again 
upon  the  table.  The  fourth,  an  urchin  apparently 
above  five  years  old, — he  might  be  much  younger,  judg- 
ing from  his  stunted  size — somewhat  older,  judging 
from  the  vicious  acuteness  of  his  face, — on  the  floor 
under  his  father's  chair,  was  diving  his  little  hand  into 
the  paternal  pockets  in  search  for  a  marble,  sportively 
hidden  in  those  capacious  recesses.  On  the  rising 
geniuses  around  him  Bill  the  cracksman  looked,  and 
his  father's  heart  was  proud. 

Pausing  at  the  threshold,  Grabman  looked  in,  and 
said,  cheerfully,  "  Good-day  to  you — good-day  to  you 
all,  my  little  dears." 

"Ah,  Grabman,"  said  Bill,  rising,  and  making  a 
bow,  for  Bill  valued  himself  much  on  his  politeness — 
"  come  to  blow  a  cloud,  eh  ?  Bob  ! "  (this  to  the  eldest- 
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born),  "manners,  sir;  wipe  your  nose,  and  set  a  chair 
for  the  gent." 

"  Many  thanks  to  you,  Bill,  but  I  can't  stay  now — I 
have  a  long  journey  to  take.  But,  bless  my  soul,  how- 
stupid  I  am  !  I  have  forgotten  my  clothes-brush.  I 
knew  there  was  something  on  my  mind  all  the  way  I 
was  coming  down-stairs.  I  was  saying  to  myself, 
'  Grabman,  there  is  something  forgotten  ! ' " 

"  I  know  what  that  'ere  feelin'  is,"  said  Bill,  thought- 
fully ;  "  I  had  it  myself  the  night  afore  last ;  and  sure 

enough  when  I  got  to  the but  that's  neither  here 

nor  there.  Bob,  run  up-stairs,  and  fetch  down  Mr 
Grabman's  clothes-brush.  Tis  the  least  you  can  do 
for  a  gent  who  saved  your  father  from  the  fate  of  them 
'ere  innocent  apples — your  fist,  Grabman.  I  have  a 
,  heart  in  my  buzzom  ; — cut  me  open,  and  you  will  find 
there  '  Halibi  and  Grabman  ! '  Give  Bob  your  key." 

"  The  brush  is  not  in  my  room,"  answered  Grabman; 
"  it  is  at  the  top  of  the  house ;  up  the  ladder,  in  Beck's 
loft — Beck,  the  sweeper.  The  stupid  dog  always  keeps 
it  there,  and  forgot  to  give  it  me.  Sorry  to  occasion 
my  friend  Bob  so  much  trouble." 

"  Bob  has  a  soul  above  trouble ;  his  father's  heart 
beats  in  his  buzzom.  Bob,  track  the  dancers.  Up 
like  a  lark — and  down  like  a  dump." 

Bob  grinned,  made  a  mow  at  Mr  Grabman,  and 
scampered  up  the  stairs. 

"You  never  attends  our  free-and-easy,"  said  Bill; 
"but  we  toasts  you,  with  three  times  three,  and  up 
standing.  'Tis  a  hungrateful  world  !  But  some  men 
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has  a  heart ;  and,  to  those  who  has  a  heart,  Grabman 
is  a  trump  !  " 

"  I  am  sure,  whenever  I  can  do  you  a  service,  you 
may  reckon  on  me.  Meanwhile,  if  you  could  get  that 
cursed  bullying  fellow  who  lives  under  me  to  be  a 
little  more  civil,  you  would  oblige  me." 

"  Under  you  ?  No.  7  ?  No.  7 — is  it  1  Grabman, 
ham  I  a  man  1  Is  this  a  harm,  and  this  a  bunch  of 
fives  ?  I  dares  do  all  that  does  become  a  man ;  but  No. 
7  is  a  body-snatcher  !  No.  7  has  bullied  me — and  I  bore 
it !  No.  7  might  whop  me — and  this  harm  would  let 
him  whop  !  He  lives  with  graves,  and  churchyards, 
and  stiff  uns — that  damnable  No.  7  !  Ask  some'at 
else,  Grabman.  I  dares  not  touch  No.  7  any  more  than 
the  ghostesses." 

Grabman  sneered  as  he  saw  that  Bill,  stout  rogue 
as  he  was,  turned  pale  while  he  spoke ;  but  at  that 
moment  Bob  reappeared  with  the  clothes-brush,  which 
the  ex-attorney  thrust  into  his  pocket ;  and,  shaking 
Bill  by  the  hand,  and  patting  Bob  on  the  head,  he  set 
out  on  his  journey. 

Bill  reseated  himself,  muttering,  "  Bully  a  body- 
snatcher  !  'drot  that  Grabman,  does  he  want  to  get 
rid  of  poor  Bill  ?" 

Meanwhile  Bob  exhibited  slyly,  to  his  second  brother, 
the  sight  of  Beck's  stolen  coral.  The  children  took 
care  not  to  show  it  to  their  father.  They  were  already 
inspired  by  the  laudable  ambition  to  set  up  in  business 
on  their  own  account. 


CHAPTEE   VIII. 

Percival  visits  Lucretia. 

HAVING  once  ascertained  the  house  in  which  Helen 
lived,  it  was  no  difficult  matter  for  St  John  to  learn 
the  name  of  the  guardian  whom  Beck  had  supposed  to 
be  her  mother.  No  common  delight  mingled  with 
Percival's  amaze,  when  in  that  name  he  recognised  one 
borne  by  his  own  kinswoman.  Very  little,  indeed,  of 
the  family  history  was  known  to  him.  Neither  his 
father  nor  his  mother  ever  willingly  conversed  of  the 
fallen  heiress — it  was  a  subject  which  the  children  had 
felt  to  be  proscribed ;  but  in  the  neighbourhood,  Per- 
cival had,  of  course,  heard  some  mention  of  Lucretia 
as  the  haughty  and  accomplished  Miss  Clavering,  who 
had,  to  the  astonishment  of  all,  stooped  to  a  mesalliance 
with  her  uncle's  French  librarian.  That  her  loss  of  the 
St  John  property,  the  succession  of  Percival's  father, 
were  unexpected  by  the  villagers  and  squires  around, 
and  perhaps  set  down  to  the  caprice  of  Sir  Miles,  or  to 
an  intellect  impaired  by  apoplectic  attacks,  it  was  not 
likely  that  he  should  have  heard.  The  rich  have  the 
polish  of  their  education,  and  the  poor  that  instinctive 
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tact,  so  wonderful  amongst  the  agricultural  peasantry, 
to  prevent  such  unmannerly  disclosures  or  unwelcome 
hints ;  and  both  by  rich  and  poor  the  Vernon  St 
Johns  were  too  popular  and  respected  for  wanton  allu- 
sions to  subjects  calculated  to  pain  them.  All,  there- 
fore, that  Percival  knew  of  his  relation  was,  that  she 
had  resided  from  infancy  with  Sir  Miles  ;  that  after 
their  uncle's  death  she  had  married  an  inferior  in  rank 
of  the  name  of  Dalibard,  and  settled  abroad ;  that  she 
was  a  person  of  peculiar  manners ;  and,  he  had  heard 
somewhere,  of  rare  gifts.  He  had  been  unable  to  learn 
the  name  of  the  young  lady  staying  with  Madame 
Dalibard ;  he  had  learned  only  that  she  went  by  some 
other  name,  and  was  not  the  daughter  of  the  lady  Avho 
rented  the  house.  Certainly,  it  was  possible  that  this 
last  might  not  be  his  kinswoman,  after  all.  The  name, 
though  strange  to  English  ears,  and  not  common  in 
France,  was  no  sufficient  warrant  for  Percival's  high 
spirits  at  the  thought  that  he  had  now  won  legitimate 
and  regular  access  to  the  house ;  still  it  allowed  him  to 
call — it  furnished  a  fair  excuse  for  a  visit. 

How  long  he  was  at  his  toilet  that  day,  poor  boy  ! 
How  sedulously,  with  comb  and  brush,  he  sought  to 
smoothe  into  straight  precision  that  luxuriant  labyrinth 
of  jetty  curls,  which  had  never  cost  him  a  thought  be- 
fore !  Gil  Bias  says  that  the  toilet  is  a  pleasure  to  the 
young,  though  a  labour  to  the  old ;  Percival  St  John's 
toilet  was  no  pleasure  to  him  that  anxious  morning. 

At  last  he  tore  himself,  dissatisfied  and  desperate, 
from  the  glass,  caught  his  hat  and  his  whip,  threw  him- 
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self  on  his  horse,  and  rode,  at  first  very  fast  and  at  last 
very  slowly,  to  the  old,  decayed,  shabby,  neglected 
house,  that  lay  hid,  like  the  poverty  of  fallen  pride, 
amidst  the  trim  villas  and  smart  cottages  of  fair  and 
flourishing  Brompton. 

The  same  servant  who  had  opened  the  gate  to  Ard- 
worth  appeared  to  his  summons,  and,  after  eyeing  him 
for  some  moments  Avith  a  listless,  stupid  stare,  said, 
"  You'll  be  after  some  mistake  !  "  and  turned  away. 

"  Stop — stop  !"  cried  Percival,  trying  to  intrude  him- 
self through  the  gate  ;  but  the  servant  blocked  up  the 
entrance  sturdily.  "  It  is  no  mistake  at  all,  my  good 
lady.  I  have  come  to  see  Madam  Dalibard,  my — my 
relation  ! " 

"  Your  relation  ! "  and  again  the  woman  stared  at 
Percival  with  a  look  through  the  dull  vacancy  of  which 
some  distrust  was  dimly  perceptible.  "Bide  a  bit  there, 
and  give  us  your  name." 

Percival  gave  his  card  to  the  servant  with  his  sweet- 
est and  most  persuasive  smile.  She  took  it  with  one 
hand,  and  with  the  other  turned  the  key  in  the  gate, 
leaving  Percival  outside.  It  was  five  minutes  before 
she  returned,  and  she  then,  with  the  same  prim,  smile- 
less  expression  of  countenance,  opened  the  gate,  and 
motioned  him  to  follow. 

The  kind-hearted  boy  sighed  as  he  cast  a  glance  at 
the  desolate  and  poverty-stricken  appearance  of  the 
house,  and  thought  within  himself — "  Ah,  pray  Hea- 
ven she  may  be  my  relation,  and  then  I  shall  have 
the  right  to  find  her,  and  that  sweet  girl,  a  very  differ- 
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ent  home  ! "  The  old  woman  threw  open  the  drawing- 
room  door,  and  Percival  was  in  the  presence  of  his 
deadliest  foe  !  The  arm-chair  was  turned  towards  the 
entrance,  and  from  amidst  the  coverings  that  hid  the 
form,  the  remarkable  countenance  of  Madame  Dalibard 
emerged,  sharp  and  earnest,  directly  fronting  the  in- 
truder. 

"  So,"  she  said  slowly,  and,  as  it  were,  devouring 
him  with  her  keen,  steadfast  eyes — "  so  you  are  Per- 
cival St  John  !  Welcome  !  I  did  not  know  that  we 
should  ever  meet.  I  have  not  sought  you — you  seek 
me  !  Strange — yes,  strange — that  the  young  and  the 
rich  should  seek  the  suffering  and  the  poor  !  " 

Surprised  and  embarrassed  by  this  singular  greeting, 
Percival  halted  abruptly  in  the  middle  of  the  room ; 
and  there  was  something  inexpressibly  winning  in  his 
shy  yet  graceful  confusion.  It  seemed,  with  silent 
eloquence,  to  apologise  and  to  deprecate.  And  when, 
in  his  silvery  voice,  scarcely  yet  tuned  to  the  fulness  of 
manhood,  he  said,  feelingly,  "  Forgive  me,  madam,  but 
my  mother  is  not  in  England," — the  excuse  evinced 
such  delicacy  of  idea,  so  exquisite  a  sense  of  high 
breeding,  that  the  calm  assurance  of  worldly  ease  could 
not  have  more  attested  the  chivalry  of  the  native 
gentleman. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  Mr  St  John,"  said  Lu- 
cretia,  with  a  softened  manner.  "  Pardon  me  rather 
that  my  infirmities  do  not  allow  me  to  rise  to  receive 
you.  This  seat — here — next  to  me.  You  have  a 
strong  likeness  to  your  father." 
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Percival  received  this  last  remark  as  a  compliment, 
and  bowed.  Then,  as  he  lifted  his  ingenuous  brow, 
he  took  for  the  first  time  a  steady  view  of  his  new- 
found relation.  The  peculiarities  of  Lucretia's  counte- 
nance in  youth  had  naturally  deepened  with  middle 
age.  The  contour,  always  too  sharp  and  pronounced, 
was  now  strong  and  bony  as  a  man's  :  the  line  between 
the  eyebrows  was  hollowed  into  a  furrow.  The  eye 
retained  its  old  uneasy,  sinister,  sidelong  glance ;  or, 
at  rare  moments  (as  when  Percival  entered),  its  search- 
ing penetration  and  assured  command ;  but  the  eye- 
lids themselves,  red  and  injected,  as  with  grief  or  vigil, 
gave  something  haggard  and  wild,  whether  to  glance 
or  gaze.  Despite  the  paralysis  of  the  frame,  the  face, 
though  pale  and  thin,  showed  no  bodily  decay.  A 
vigour,  surpassing  the  strength  of  woman,  might  still 
be  seen  in  the  play  of  the  bold  muscles,  the  firmness  of 
the  contracted  lips.  What  physicians  call  "  vitality" 
and  trace  at  once  (if  experienced)  on  the  physiognomy, 
as  the  prognostic  of  long  life,  undulated  restlessly  in 
every  aspect  of  the  face,  every  movement  of  those  thin 
nervous  hands,  which,  contrasting  the  rest  of  that 
motionless  form,  never  seemed  to  be  at  rest.  The  teeth 
were  still  white  and  regular,  as  in  youth ;  and  when 
they  shone  out  in  speaking,  gave  a  strange,  unnatural 
freshness  to  a  face  otherwise  so  worn. 

As  Percival  gazed,  and,  while  gazing,  saw  those 
wandering  eyes  bent  down,  and  jet  felt  they  watched 
him,  a  thrill,  almost  of  fear,  shot  through  his  heart. 
Nevertheless,  so  much  more  impressionable  was  he 
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to  charitable  and  trustful,  than  to  suspicious  and 
timid  emotions,  that  when  Madame  Dalibard,  sud- 
denly looking  up  and  shaking  her  head  gently,  said, 
"  You  see  but  a  sad  wreck,  young  kinsman,"  all  those 
instincts,  which  nature  itself  seemed  to  dictate  for  self- 
preservation,  vanished  into  heavenly  tenderness  and 
pity. 

"  Ah ! "  he  said,  rising  and  pressing  one  of  those 
deadly  hands  in  both  his  own,  while  tears  rose  to  his 
eyes — "  Ah !  since  you  call  me  kinsman,  I  have  all  a 
kinsman's  privileges.  You  must  have  the  best  advice 
— the  most  skilful  surgeons.  Oh,  you  will  recover — 
you  must  not  despond." 

Lucretia's  lips  moved  uneasily.  This  kindness  took 
her  by  surprise.  She  turned  desperately  away  from 
the  human  gleam  that  shot  across  the  sevenfold  gloom 
of  her  soul.  "  Do  not  think  of  me,"  she  said,  with  a 
forced  smile  :  "  it  is  my  peculiarity  not  to  like  allusion 
to  myself,  though  this  time  I  provoked  it.  Speak  to 
me  of  the  old  cedar-trees  at  Laughton— do  they  stand 
still  1  You  are  the  master  of  Laughton  now  : — it  is  a 
noble  heritage  ! " 

Then  St  John,  thinking  to  please  her,  talked  of  the 
old  manor-house,  described  the  improvements  made 
by  his  father,  spoke  gaily  of  those  which  he  himself 
contemplated ;  and,  as  he  ran  on,  Lucretia's  brow,  a 
moment  ruffled,  grew  smooth  and  smoother,  and  the 
gloom  settled  back  upon  her  soul. 

All  at  once  she  interrupted  him.     "  How  did  you 
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discover  me — was  it  through  Mr  Varney  ?  I  bade  him 
not  mention  me — yet  how  else  could  you  learn  1 "  As 
she  spoke,  there  was  an  anxious  trouble  in  her  tone, 
which  increased  while  she  observed  that  St  John 
looked  confused. 

"Why,"  he  began,  hesitatingly,  and  brushing  his 
hat  with  his  hand;  "why — perhaps  you  may  have 

heard  from  the — that  is — I  think  there  is  a  young . 

Ah,  it  is  you — it  is  you  !  I  see  you  once  again  ! "  And 
springing  up,  he  was  at  the  side  of  Helen,  who  at  that 
instant  had  entered  the  room,  and  now,  her  eyes  down- 
cast, her  cheeks  blushing,  her  breast  gently  heaving, 
— heard,  but  answered  not,  that  passionate  burst  of 

joy- 
Startled,  Madame  Dalibard  (her  hands  firmly  grasp- 
ing the  sides  of  her  chair)  contemplated  the  two.  She 
had  heard  nothing,  guessed  nothing  of  their  former 
meeting.  All  that  had  passed  before  between  them 
was  unknown  to  her.  Yet  there  was  evidence  unmis- 
takable, conclusive — the  son  of  her  despoiler  loved 
the  daughter  of  her  rival,  and — if  the  virgin  heart 
speaks  by  the  outward  sign  —  those  downcast  eyes, 
those  blushing  cheeks,  that  heaving  breast,  told  that 
he  did  not  love  in  vain  ! 

Before  her  lurid  and  murderous  gaze,  as  if  to  defy 
her,  the  two  inheritors  of  a  revenge,  unglutted  by  the 
grave,  stood,  united  mysteriously  together.  Up  from 
the  vast  ocean  of  her  hate  rose  that  poor  isle  of  love  ; 
there,  unconscious  of  the  horror  around  them,  the  vie- 
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tims  found  their  footing !  How  "beautiful  at  that  hour 
their  youth — their  very  ignorance  of  their  own  emo- 
tions— their  innocent  gladness — their  sweet  trouble  ! 
The  fell  gazer  drew  a  long  breath  of  fiend-like  com- 
placency and  glee,  and  her  hands  opened  wide,  and 
then  slowly  closed,  as  if  she  felt  them  in  her  grasp. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 


AND  from  that  day  Percival  had  his  privileged  entry 
into  Madame  Dalibard's  house.  The  little  narrative  of 
the  circumstances  connected  with  his  first  meeting  with 
Helen,  partly  drawn  from  Percival,  partly  afterwards 
from  Helen  (with  blushing  and  faltered  excuses  from 
the  latter  for  not  having  mentioned  before  an  inci- 
dent that  might,  perhaps  needlessly,  vex  or  alarm  her 
aunt  in  so  delicate  a  state  of  health),  was  received  by 
Lucretia  with  rare  graciousness.  The  connection,  not 
only  between  herself  and  Percival,  but  between  Per- 
cival and  Helen,  was  allowed  and  even  dwelt  upon  by 
Madame  Dalibard  as  a  natural  reason  for  permitting 
the  artless  intimacy  which  immediately  sprang  up 
between  these  young  persons.  She  permitted  Percival 
to  call  daily,  to  remain  for  hours,  to  share  in  their 
simple  meals,  to  wander  alone  with  Helen  in  the  gar- 
den, assist  her  to  bind  up  the  ragged  flowers,  and  sit 
by  her  in  the  old  ivy -grown  arbour  when  their  work 
was  done.  She  affected  to  look  upon  them  both  as 
children,  and  to  leave  to  them  that  happy  familiarity 
which  childhood  only  sanctions,  and  compared  to 
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which,  the  affection  of  maturer  years  seems  at  once 
coarse  and  cold. 

As  they  grew  more  familiar,  the  differences  and 
similarities  in  their  characters  came  out,  and  nothing 
more  delightful  than  the  harmony  into  which  even  the 
contrasts  blended,  ever  invited  the  guardian  angel  to 
pause  and  smile.  As  flowers  in  some  trained  parterre 
relieve  each  other,  now  softening,  now  heightening 
each  several  hue,  till  all  unite  in  one  concord  of  inter- 
woven beauty,  so  these  two  blooming  natures,  brought 
together,  seemed,  where  varying  still,  to  melt  and  fuse 
their  affluences  into  one  wealth  of  innocence  and  sweet- 
ness. Both  had  a  native  buoyancy  and  cheerfulness  of 
spirit,  a  noble  trustfulness  in  others,  a  singular  candour 
and  freshness  of  mind  and  feeling.  But  beneath  the 
gaiety  of  Helen  there  was  a  soft  and  holy  under- stream 
of  thoughtful  melancholy,  a  high  and  religious  senti- 
ment, that  vibrated  more  exquisitely  to  the  subtle 
mysteries  of  creation — the  solemn  unison  between  the 
bright  world  without  and  the  grave  destinies  of  that 
world  within  (which  is  an  imperishable  soul) — than  the 
lighter  and  more  vivid  joyfulness  of  Percival  had  yet 
conceived.  In  him  lay  the  germs  of  the  active  mortal, 
who  might  win  distinction  in  the  bold  career  we  run 
upon  the  surface  of  the  earth.  In  her  there  was  that 
finer  and  more  spiritual  essence  which  lifts  the  poet 
to  the  golden  atmosphere  of  dreams,  and  reveals  in 
glimpses  to  the  saint  the  choral  Populace  of  Heaven. 
We  do  not  say  that  Helen  would  ever  have  found  the 
utterance  of  the  poet — that  her  reveries,  undefined  and 
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unanalysed,  could  have  taken  the  sharp,  clear  form  of 
words.  For  to  the  poet,  practically  developed  and 
made  manifest  to  the  world,  many  other  gifts,  besides 
the  mere  poetic  sense,  are  needed ;  stern  study,  and 
logical  generalisation  of  scattered  truths,  and  patient 
observation  of  the  characters  of  men,  and  the  wisdom 
that  comes  from  sorrow  and  passion,  and  a  sage's  ex- 
perience of  things  actual,  embracing  the  dark  secrets 
of  human  infirmity  and  crime.  But  despite  all  that 
has  been  said  in  disparagement  or  disbelief  of  "  mute 
inglorious  Miltons,"  we  maintain  that  there  are  natures 
in  which  the  divinest  element  of  poetry  exists,  the 
purer  and  more  delicate  for  escaping  from  bodily  form, 
and  evaporating  from  the  coarser  vessels  into  which  the 
poet,  so  called,  must  pour  the  ethereal  fluid.  There  is 
a  certain  virtue  within  us,  comprehending  our  subtlest 
and  noblest  emotions,  which  is  poetry  while  untold, 
and  grows  pale  and  poor  in  proportion  as  we  strain  it 
into  poems.  Nay,  it  may  be  said  of  this  airy  property 
of  our  inmost  being,  that,  more  or  less,  it  departs  from 
us  according  as  we  give  it  forth  into  the  world,  even 
as  only  by  the  loss  of  its  particles  the  rose  wastes  its 
perfume  on  the  air.  So  this  more  spiritual  sensibility 
dwelt  in  Helen,  as  the  latent  mesmerism  in  water,  as 
the  invisible  fairy  in  an  enchanted  ring.  It  was  an 
essence  or  divinity,  shrined  and  shrouded  in  herself, 
which  gave  her  more  intimate  and  vital  union  with  all 
the  influences  of  the  universe,  a  companion  to  her  lone- 
liness, an  angel  hymning  low  to  her  own  listening  soul 
This  made  her  enjoyment  of  Nature,  in  its  merest 
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trifles,  exquisite  and  profound ;  this  gave  to  her  ten- 
derness of  heart  all  the  delicious  and  sportive  variety 
love  borrows  from  imagination;  this  lifted  her  piety 
above  the  mere  forms  of  conventional  religion,  and 
breathed  into  her  prayers  the  ecstasy  of  the  saint. 

But  Helen  was  not  the  less  filled  with  the  sweet 
humanities  of  her  age  and  sex  j  her  very  gravity  was 
tinged  with  rosy  light,  as  a  western  cloud  with  the 
sun.  She  had  sportiveness,  and  caprice,  and  even  whim, 
as  the  butterfly,  though  the  emblem  of  the  soul,  still 
flutters  wantonly  over  every  wild  flower,  and  expands 
its  glowing  wings  on  the  sides  of  the  beaten  road. 
And  with  a  sense  of  weakness  in  the  common  world 
(growing  out  of  her  very  strength  in  nobler  atmo- 
spheres), she  leaned  the  more  trustfully  on  the  strong 
arm  of  her  young  adorer ;  not  fancying  that  the  differ- 
ence between  them  arose  from  superiority  in  her, — but 
rather  as  a  bird,  once  tamed,  flies  at  the  sight  of  the 
hawk  to  the  breast  of  its  owner ;  so  from  each  airy 
flight  into  the  loftier  heaven,  let  but  the  thought  of 
danger  daunt  her  wing,  and,  as  in  a  more  powerful 
nature,  she  took  refuge  on  that  fostering  heart. 

The  love  between  these  children — for  so,  if  not  liter- 
ally in  years,  in  their  newness  to  all  that  steals  the 
freshness  and  the  dew  from  maturer  life,  they  may  be 
rightly  called — was  such  as  befitted  those  whose  souls 
have  not  forfeited  the  Eden.  It  was  more  like  the 
love  of  fairies  than  of  human  beings.  They  showed 
it  to  each  other,  innocently  and  frankly ;  yet  of  love, 
as  we  of  the  grosser  creation  call  it,  with  its  impa- 
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tient  pains  and  burning  hopes,  they  never  spoke  nor 
dreamed.  It  was  an  unutterable,  ecstatic  fondness — a 
clinging  to  each  other,  in  thought,  desire,  and  heart — 
a  joy  more  than  mortal  in  each  other's  presence  ;  yet, 
in  parting,  not  that  idle  and  empty  sorrow  which  unfits 
the  weak  for  the  homelier  demands  on  time  and  life. 
And  this  because  of  the  wondrous  trust  in  themselves, 
and  in  the  future,  which  made  a  main  part  of  their 
credulous,  happy  natures.  Neither  felt  fear  nor  jeal- 
ousy— or  if  jealousy  came,  it  was  the  pretty,  childlike 
jealousies  which  have  no  sting — of  the  bird,  if  Helen 
listened  to  its  note  too  long — of  the  flower,  if  Percival 
left  Helen's  side  too  quickly,  to  tie  up  its  drooping 
petals,  or  refresh  its  dusty  leaves.  Close  by  the  stir  of 
the  great  city,  with  all  its  fret  and  chafe  and  storm  of 
life — in  the  desolate  garden  of  that  sombre  house,  and 
under  the  withering  eyes  of  relentless  Crime,  revived 
the  Arcady  of  old — the  scene  vocal  to  the  reeds  of 
idyllist  and  shepherd :  and  in  the  midst  of  the  iron 
Tragedy,  harmlessly  and  unconsciously  arose  the  strain 
of  the  Pastoral  Music. 

It  would  be  a  vain  effort  to  describe  the  state  of 
Lucretia's  mind  while  she  watched  the  progress  of  the 
affection  she  had  favoured,  and  gazed  on  the  spectacle 
of  the  fearless  happiness  she  had  promoted.  The 
image  of  a  felicity  at  once  so  great  and  so  holy,  wore 
to  her  gloomy  sight  the  aspect  of  a  mocking  Fury.  It 
rose  in  contrast  to  her  own  ghastly  and  crime-stained 
life ;  it  did  not  upbraid  her  conscience  with  guilt  so 
loudly  as  it  scoffed  at  her  intellect  for  folly.  These 
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children,  playing  on  the  verge  of  life,  how  much  more 
of  life's  true  secret  did  they  already  know,  than  she, 
with  all  her  vast  native  powers  and  wasted  realms  of 
blackened  and  charred  experience  !  For  what  had  she 
studied,  and  schemed,  and  calculated,  and  toiled,  and 
sinned?  As  a  conqueror  stricken  unto  death  would 
render  up  all  the  regions  vanquished  by  his  sword  for 
one  drop  of  water  to  his  burning  lips,  how  gladly 
would  she  have  given  all  the  knowledge  bought  with 
blood  and  fire,  to  feel  one  moment  as  those  children 
felt !  Then,  from  out  her  silent  and  grim  despair,  stood 
forth,  fierce  and  prominent,  the  great  fiend,  Eevenge. 

By  a  monomania  not  uncommon  to  those  who  have 
made  self  the  centre  of  being,  Lucretia  referred  to  her 
own  sullen  history  of  wrong  and  passion,  all  that  bore 
analogy  to  it,  however  distant.  She  had  never  been 
enabled,  without  an  intolerable  pang  of  hate  and  envy, 
to  contemplate  courtship  and  love  in  others.  From 
the  rudest  shape  to  the  most  refined,  that  master- 
passion  in  the  existence,  at  least  of  woman — reminding 
her  of  her  own  brief  episode  of  human  tenderness  and 
devotion — opened  every  wound,  and  wrung  every  fibre 
of  a  heart  that,  while  crime  had  indurated  it  to  most 
emotions,  memory  still  left  morbidly  sensitive  to  one. 
But  if  tortured  by  the  sight  of  love  in  those  who  had 
had  no  connection  with  her  fate — who  stood  apart 
from  her  lurid  orbit,  and  were  gazed  upon  only  afar  (as 
a  lost  soul,  from  the  abyss,  sees  the  gleam  of  angels' 
wings  within  some  planet  it  never  has  explored),  how 
ineffably  more  fierce  and  intolerable  was  the  wrath  that 
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seized  her,  when,  in  her  haunted  imagination,  she  saw 
all  Susan's  rapture  at  the  vows  of  Mainwaring  mantling 
in  Helen's  face  !  All  that  might  have  disarmed  a  heart 
as  hard,  but  less  diseased,  less  preoccupied  by  revenge, 
only  irritated  more  the  consuming  hate  of  that  inexor- 
able spirit.  Helen's  seraphic  purity — her  exquisite, 
overflowing  kindness,  ever  forgetting  self — her  airy 
cheerfulness — even  her  very  moods  of  melancholy, 
caka  and  seemingly  causeless  as  they  were — perpetually 
galled  and  blistered  that  writhing,  preternatural  sus- 
ceptibility which  is  formed  by  the  consciousness  of 
infamy,  the  dreary  egotism  of  one  cut  off  from  the  chari- 
ties of  the  world  with  whom  all  mirth  is  sardonic  con- 
vulsion, all  sadness  rayless  and  unresigned  despair. 

Of  the  two,  Percival  inspired  her  with  feelings  the 
most  akin  to  humanity.  For  him,  despite  her  bitter 
memories  of  his  father,  she  felt  something  of  compas- 
sion, and  shrank  from  the  touch  of  his  frank  hand  in 
remorse.  She  had  often  need  to  whisper  to  herself 
that  his  life  was  an  obstacle  to  the  heritage  of  the  son, 
of  whom,  as  we  have  seen,  she  was  in  search,  and  whom, 
indeed,  she  believed  she  had  already  found  in  John 
Ardworth ;  that  it  was  not  in  wrath  and  in  vengeance 
that  this  victim  was  to  be  swept  into  the  grave,  but  as 
an  indispensable  sacrifice  to  a  cherished  object — a  de- 
termined policy.  As,  in  the  studies  of  her  youth,  she 
had  adopted  the  Machiavelism  of  ancient  statecraft  as 
a  rule  admissible  in  private  life,  so  she  seemed  scarcely 
to  admit  as  a  crime  that  which  was  but  the  removal  of 
a  barrier  between  her  aim  and  her  end.  Before  she 
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had  become  personally  acquainted  with  Percival,  she 
had  rejected  all  occasion  to  know  him.  She  had 
suffered  Vamey  to  call  upon  him  as  the  old  protege 
of  Sir  Miles,  and  to  wind  into  his  intimacy,  mean- 
ing to  leave  to  her  accomplice,  when  the  hour  should 
arrive,  the  dread  task  of  destruction.  This,  not  from 
cowardice,  for  Gabriel  had  once  rightly  described  her 
when  he  said,  that  "  if  she  lived  with  shadows,  she 
could  quell  them,"  but  simply  because,  more  intellec- 
tually unsparing  than  constitutionally  cruel  (save  where 
the  old  vindictive  memories  thoroughly  unsexed  her), 
this  was  a  victim  whose  pangs  she  desired  not  to  wit- 
ness, over  whose  fate  it  was  no  luxury  to  gloat  and 
revel.  She  wished  not  to  see  nor  to  know  him  living, 
only  to  learn  that  he  was  no  more,  and  that  Helen 
alone  stood  between  Laughton  and  her  son.  Now  that 
he  had  himself,  as  if  with  predestined  feet,  crossed  her 
threshold — that  he,  like  Helen,  had  delivered  himself 
into  her  toils — the  hideous  guilt,  before  removed  from 
her  hands,  became  haunting,  fronted  her  face  to  face, 
and  filled  her  with  a  superstitious  awe. 

Meanwhile,  her  outward  manner  to  both  her  medi- 
tated victims,  if  moody  and  fitful  at  times,  was  not  such 
as  would  have  provoked  suspicion  even  in  less  credulous 
hearts.  From  the  first  entry  of  Helen  under  her  roof, 
she  had  been  formal  and  measured  in  her  welcome- — kept 
her,  as  it  were,  aloof,  and  affected  no  prodigal  super- 
fluity of  dissimulation ;  but  she  had  never  been  posi- 
tively harsh  or  unkind  in  word  or  in  deed,  and  had  coldly 
excused  herself  for  the  repulsiveness  of  her  manner. 
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"I  am  irritable,"  she  said,  "from  long  suffering;  I 
am  unsocial  from  habitual  solitude  :  do  not  expect  from 
me  the  fondness  and  warmth  that  should  belong  to  our 
relationship.  Do  not  harass  yourself  with  vain  solici- 
tude for  one  whom  all  seeming  attention  but  reminds 
more  painfully  of  infirmity,  and  who,  even  thus  stricken 
down,  would  be  independent  of  all  cares  not  bought 
and  paid  for.  Be  satisfied  to  live  here  in  all  reasonable 
liberty,  to  follow  your  own  habits  and  caprices  uncon- 
trolled. Regard  me  but  as  a  piece  of  necessary  fur- 
niture. You  can  never  displease  me  but  when  you 
notice  that  I  live  and  suffer." 

If  Helen  wept  bitterly  at  these  hard  words  when 
first  spoken,  it  was  not  with  anger  that  her  loving 
heart  was  so  thrown  back  upon  herself.  On  the  con- 
trary, she  became  inspired  with  a  compassion  so  great, 
that  it  took  the  character  of  reverence.  She  regarded 
this  very  coldness  as  a  mournful  dignity.  She  felt 
grateful  that  one  who  could  thus  dispense  with,  should 
yet  have  sought  her.  She  had  heard  her  mother  say 
that  "  she  had  been  under  great  obligations  to  Lucre- 
tia  ; "  and  now,  when  she  was  forbidden  to  repay  them, 
even  by  a  kiss  on  those  weary  eyelids,  a  daughter's 
hand  to  that  sleepless  pillow ;  when  she  saw  that  the 
barrier  first  imposed  was  irremovable — that  no  time 
diminished  the  distance  her  aunt  set  between  them — 
that  the  least  approach  to  the  tenderness  of  service 
beyond  the  most  casual  offices  really  seemed  but  to  fret 
those  excitable  nerves,  and  fever  the  hand  that  she 
ventured  timorously  to  clasp  ;  she  retreated  into  herself 
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with  a  sad  amaze  that  increased  her  pity  and  height- 
ened her  respect.  To  her,  love  seemed  so  necessary  a 
thing  in  the  helplessness  of  human  life,  even  when 
blessed  with  health  and  youth,  that  this  rejection  of  all 
love  in  one  so  bowed  and  crippled  struck  her  imagina- 
tion as  something  sublime  in  its  dreary  grandeur  and 
stoic  pride  of  independence.  She  regarded  it  as  of  old 
a  tender  and  pious  nun  would  have  regarded  the  asce- 
ticism of  some  sanctified  recluse — as  Teresa  (had  she 
lived  in  the  same  age)  might  have  regarded  St  Simon 
Stylites  existing  aloft  from  human  sympathy  on  the 
roofless  summit  of  his  column  of  stone  :  and  with  this 
feeling  she  sought  to  inspire  Percival.  He  had  the 
heart  to  enter  into  her  compassion,  but  not  the  imagina- 
tion to  sympathise  with  her  reverence.  Even  the  re- 
pugnant awe  that  he  had  first  conceived  for  Madame 
Dalibard,  so  bold  was  he  by  temperament,  he  had  long 
since  cast  off;  he  recognised  only  the  moroseness  and 
petulance  of  a  habitual  invalid,  and  shook  playfully 
his  glossy  curls,  when  Helen,  with  her  sweet  serious- 
ness, insisted  on  his  recognising  more. 

To  this  house  few,  indeed,  were  the  visitors  admitted. 
The  Miverses,  whom  the  benevolent  officiousness  of  Mr 
Fielden  had  originally  sent  thither  to  see  their  young 
kinswoman,  now  and  then  came  to  press  Helen  to  join 
some  party  to  the  theatre,  or  Vauxhall,  or  a  pic-nic  in 
Richmond  Park ;  but  when  they  found  their  overtures, 
which  had  at  first  been  politely  accepted  by  Madame 
Dalibard,  were  rejected,  they  gradually  ceased  their 
visits,  wounded  and  indignant. 
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Certain  it  was,  that  Lucretia  had  at  one  time 
eagerly  caught  at  their  well-meant  civilities  to  Helen 
— now  she  as  abruptly  declined  them.  Why?  It 
would  be  hard  to  plumb  into  all  the  black  secrets  of 
that  heart.  It  would  have  been  but  natural  to  her, 
who  shrank  from  dooming  Helen  to  no  worse  calamity 
than  a  virgin's  grave,  to  have  designed  to  throw  her 
in  such  uncongenial  guidance,  amidst  all  the  manifold 
temptations  of  the  corrupt  city — to  have  suffered  her 
to  be  seen  and  to  be  ensnared  by  those  gallants  ever 
on  the  watch  for  defenceless  beauty ;  and  to  contrast 
with  their  elegance  of  mien  and  fatal  flatteries  the 
grossness  of  the  companions  selected  for  her,  and  the 
unloving  discomfort  of  the  home  into  which  she  had 
been  thrown.  But  now  that  St  John  had  appeared — 
that  Helen's  heart  and  fancy  were  steeled  alike  against 
more  dangerous  temptation — the  object  to  be  obtained 
from  the  pressing  courtesy  of  Mrs  Mivers  existed  no 
more.  The  vengeance  flowed  into  other  channels. 

The  only  other  visitors  at  the  house  were  John  Ard- 
worth  and  Gabriel  Varney. 

Madame  Dalibard  watched  vigilantly  the  counten- 
ance and  manner  of  Ardworth,  when,  after  presenting 
him  to  Percival,  she  whispered — "  I  am  glad  you  as- 
sured me  as  to  your  sentiments  for  Helen.  She  has 
found  there  the  lover  you  wished  for  her — '  gay  and 
handsome  as  herself.'  " 

And  in  the  sudden  paleness  that  overspread  Ard- 
worth's  face,  in  his  compressed  lips  and  convulsive  start, 
she  read  with  unspeakable  rage  the  untold  secret  of 
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his  heart — till  the  rage  gave  way  to  complacency  at 
the  thought  that  the  last  insult  to  her  wrongs  was 
spared  her — that  her  son  (as  son  she  believed  he  was) 
could  not  now,  at  least,  be  the  successful  suitor  of  her 
loathed  sister's  loathed  child.  Her  discovery,  perhaps, 
confirmed  her  in  her  countenance  to  Percival's  progres- 
sive wooing,  and  half  reconciled  her  to  the  pangs  it 
inflicted  on  herself. 

At  the  first  introduction  Ardworth  had  scarcely 
glanced  at  Percival.  He  regarded  him  but  as  the 
sleek  flutterer  in  the  sunshine  of  fortune.  And  for 
the  idle,  the  gay,  the  fair,  the  well-dressed,  and 
wealthy — the  sturdy  workman  of  his  own  rough  way 
felt  something  of  the  uncharitable  disdain  which  the 
laborious  have  nots  too  usually  entertain  for  the  pros- 
perous haves.  But  the  moment  the  unwelcome  intelli- 
gence of  Madame  Dalibard  was  conveyed  to  him,  the 
smooth-faced  boy  swelled  into  dignity  and  importance. 

Yet  it  was  not  merely  as  a  rival  that  that  strong 
manly  heart,  after  the  first  natural  agony,  regarded 
Percival.  No,  he  looked  upon  him  less  with  anger 
than  with  interest — as  the  one  in  whom  Helen's  hap- 
piness was  henceforth  to  be  invested.  And  to  Madame 
Dalibard's  astonishment — for  this  nature  was  wholly 
new  to  her  experience — she  saw  him,  even  in  that  first 
interview,  composing  his  rough  face  to  smiles,  smooth- 
ing his  bluff  imperious  accents  into  courtesy,  listening 
patiently,  watching  benignly,  and  at  last  thrusting  his 
large  hand  frankly  forth — griping  Percival's  slender 
fingers  in  his  own ;  and  then,  with  an  indistinct  chuckle, 
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that  seemed  half  laugh  and  half  groan,  as  if  he  did  not 
dare  to  trust  himself  farther,  he  made  his  wonted  un- 
ceremonious nod,  and  strode  hurriedly  from  the  room. 

But  he  came  again  and  again,  almost  daily,  for 
about  a  fortnight;  sometimes,  without  entering  the 
house,  he  would  join  the  young  people  in  the  garden, 
assist  them  with  awkward  hands  in  their  playful  work 
on  the  garden,  or  sit  with  them  in  the  ivied  bower ; 
and,  wanning  more  and  more  each  time  he  came,  talk 
at  last  with  the  cordial  frankness  of  an  elder  brother. 
There  was  no  disguise  in  this — he  began  to  love  Per- 
cival — what  would  seem  more  strange  to  the  superfi- 
cial, to  admire  him.  Genius  has  a  quick  perception  of 
the  moral  qualities  ;  genius  which,  differing  thus  from 
mere  talent,  is  more  allied  to  the  heart  than  to  the 
head,  sympathises  genially  with  goodness.  Ardworth 
respected  that  young,  ingenuous,  unpolluted  mind; 
he  himself  felt  better  and  purer  in  its  atmosphere. 
Much  of  the  affection  he  cherished  for  Helen  passed 
thus  beautifully  and  nobly  into  his  sentiments  for  the 
one  whom  Helen  not  unworthily  preferred.  And  they 
grew  so  fond  of  him  !  as  the  young  and  gentle  ever 
will  grow  fond  of  genius — however  rough — once  ad- 
mitted to  its  companionship  ! 

Percival,  by  this  time,  had  recalled  to  his  mind  where 
he  had  first  seen  that  strong -featured,  dark -browed 
countenance,  and  he  gaily  reminded  Ardworth  of  his 
discourtesy,  on  the  brow  of  the  hill  which  commanded 
the  view  of  London.  That  reminiscence  made  his  new 
friend  writhe ;  for  then,  amidst  all  his  ambitious  vi- 
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sions  of  the  future,  he  had  seen  Helen  in  the  distance 
— the  reward  of  every  labour — the  fairest  star  in  his 
horizon.  But  he  strove  stoutly  against  the  regret  of 
the  illusion  lost ;  the  vivendi  causes  were  left  him  still, 
and  for  the  nymph  that  had  glided  from  his  clasp,  he 
clung  at  least  to  the  laurel  that  was  left  in  her  place. 
In  the  folds  of  his  robust  fortitude  Ardworth  thus 
wrapped  his  secret.  Neither  of  his  young  playmates 
suspected  it.  He  would  have  disdained  himself  if 
he  had  so  poisoned  their  pleasure.  That  he  suffered, 
when  alone,  much  and  bitterly,  is  not  to  be  denied ; 
but  in  that  masculine  and  complete  being  Love  took 
but  its  legitimate  rank  amidst  the  passions  and  cares 
of  man.  It  soured  no  existence — it  broke  no  heart ; 
the  wind  swept  some  blossoms  from  the  bough,  and 
tossed  wildly  the  agitated  branches  from  root  to  sum- 
mit, but  the  trunk  stood  firm. 

In  some  of  these  visits  to  Madame  Dalibard's,  Ard- 
worth renewed  with  her  the  more  private  conversation 
which  had  so  unsettled  his  past  convictions  as  to  his 
birth,  and  so  disturbed  the  calm,  strong  currents  of  his 
mind.  He  was  chiefly  anxious  to  learn  what  conjec- 
tures Madame  Dalibard  had  formed  as  to  his  parentage, 
and  what  ground  there  was  for  belief  that  he  was  near 
in  blood  to  herself,  or  that  he  was  born  to  a  station 
less  dependent  on  continuous  exertion ;  but  on  these 
points  the  dark  sybil  preserved  an  obstinate  silence. 
She  was  satisfied  with  the  hints  she  had  already  thrown 
out,  and  absolutely  refused  to  say  more  till  better 
authorised  by  the  inquiries  she  had  set  on  foot.  Art- 
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fully  she  turned  from  these  topics  of  closer  and  more 
household  interest  to  those  on  which  she  had  previ- 
ously insisted — connected  with  the  general  knowledge 
of  mankind,  and  the  complicated  science  of  practical 
life.  To  fire  his  genius,  wing  his  energies,  inflame  his 
ambition  above  that  slow,  laborious  drudgery  to  which 
he  had  linked  the  chances  of  his  career,  and  which  her 
fiery  and  rapid  intellect  was  wholly  unable  to  compre- 
hend— save  as  a  waste  of  life  for  uncertain  and  distant 
objects — became  her  task.  And  she  saw  with  delight 
that  Ardworth  listened  to  her  more  assentingly  than 
he  had  done  at  first.  In  truth,  the  pain  shut  within 
his  heart,  the  conflict  waged  keenly  between  his  reason 
and  his  passion,  unfitted  him,  for  the  time,  for  mere 
mechanical  employment,  in  which  his  genius  could 
afford  him  no  consolation.  Now,  genius  is  given  to 
man,  not  only  to  enlighten  others,  but  to  comfort  as 
well  as  to  elevate  himself.  Thus,  in  all  the  sorrows  of 
actual  existence,  the  man  is  doubly  inclined  to  turn  to 
his  genius  for  distraction.  Harassed  in  this  world  of 
action,  he  knocks  at  the  gate  of  that  world  of  idea  or 
fancy  which  he  is  privileged  to  enter  :  he  escapes  from 
the  clay  to  the  spirit.  And  rarely,  till  some  great  grief 
comes,  does  the  man  in  whom  the  celestial  fire  is  lodged 
know  all  the  gift  of  which  he  is  possessed.  At  last 
Ard worth's  visits  ceased  abruptly.  He  shut  himself 
up  once  more  in  his  chambers ;  but  the  law-books 
were  laid  aside. 

Varney,  who  generally  contrived  to  call  when  Ard- 
worth was  not  there,  seldom  interrupted  the  lovers  in 
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their  little  paradise  of  the  garden ;  "but  he  took  occa- 
sion to  ripen  and  cement  his  intimacy  with  Percival : 
sometimes  walked,  or  (if  St  John  had  his  cabriolet) 
drove  home,  and  dined  with  him,  tete-a-fete,  in  Curzon 
Street ;  and  as  he  made  Helen  his  chief  subject  of  con- 
versation, Percival  could  not  but  esteem  him  amongst 
the  most  agreeable  of  men.  "With  Helen,  when  Perci- 
val was  not  there,  Varney  held  some  secret  conferences 
— secret  even  from  Percival ;  two  or  three  times,  be- 
fore the  hour  in  which  Percival  was  accustomed  to 
come,  they  had  been  out  together ;  and  Helen's  face 
looked  more  cheerful  than  usual  on  their  return.  It 
was  not  surprising  that  Gabriel  Yarney,  so  displeasing 
to  a  man  like  Ardworth,  should  have  won  little  less 
favour  with  Helen  than  with  Percival ;  for,  to  say 
nothing  of  an  ease  and  suavity  of  manner  which  stole 
into  the  confidence  of  those  in  whom  to  confide  was  a 
natural  propensity,  his  various  acquisitions  and  talents, 
imposing,  from  the  surface  over  which  they  spread,  and 
the  glitter  which  they  made,  had  an  inevitable  effect 
upon  a  mind  so  susceptible  as  Helen's  to  admiration 
for  art  and  respect  for  knowledge.  But  what  chiefly 
conciliated  her  to  Varney,  whom  she  regarded,  more- 
over, as  her  aunt's  most  intimate  friend,  was,  that 
she  was  persuaded  he  was  unhappy,  and  wronged  by 
the  world  or  fortune.  Varney  had  a  habit  of  so  repre- 
senting himself — of  dwelling  with  a  bitter  eloquence, 
which  his  natural  malignity  made  forcible,  on  the  in- 
justice of  the  world  to  superior  intellect.  He  was  a 
great  accuser  of  Fate.  It  is  the  illogical  weakness  of 
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some  evil  natures  to  lay  all  their  crimes,  and  the  conse- 
quences of  crime,  upon  Destiny.  There  was  a  heat,  a 
vigour,  a  rush  of  words,  and  a  readiness  of  strong,  if 
trite,  imagery  in  what  Varney  said,  that  deceived  the 
young  into  the  monstrous  error  that  he  was  an  enthu- 
siast— misanthropical,  perhaps,  but  only  so  from  enthu- 
siasm. How  could  Helen,  whose  slightest  thought, 
when  a  star  broke  forth  from  the  cloud,  or  a  bird  sang 
suddenly  from  the  copse,  had  more  of  wisdom  and  of 
poetry  than  all  Varney' s  gaudy  and  painted  seemings 
ever  could  even  mimic — how  could  she.  be  so  deceived? 
Yet  so  it  was.  Here  stood  a  man  whose  youth  she 
supposed  had  been  devoted  to  refined  and  elevating 
pursuits,  gifted,  neglected,  disappointed,  solitary,  and 
unhappy.  She  saw  little  beyond.  You  had  but  to 
touch  her  pity  to  win  her  interest  and  to  excite  her 
trust.  Of  anything  farther,  even  had  Percival  never 
existed,  she  could  not  have  dreamed.  It  was  because 
a  secret  and  ^indefinable  repugnance,  in  the  midst  of 
pity,  trust,  and  friendship,  put  Varney  altogether  out 
of  the  light  of  a  possible  lover,  that  all  those  senti- 
ments were  so  easily  kindled.  This  repugnance  arose 
not  from  the  disparity  between  their  years ;  it  was 
rather  that  nameless  uncongeniality  which  does  not 
forbid  friendship,  but  is  irreconcilable  with  love.  To 
do  Varney  justice,  he  never  offered  to  reconcile  the 
two.  Xot  for  love  did  he  secretly  confer  with  Helen 
— not  for  love  did  his  heart  beat  against  the  hand 
which  reposed  so  carelessly  on  his  murderous  arm. 


CHAPTEE   X. 

The  Rattle  of  the  Snake. 

THE  progress  of  affection  between  natures  like  those  of 
Percival  and  Helen,  favoured  by  free  and  constant  in- 
tercourse, was  naturally  rapid.  It  was  scarcely  five 
weeks  from  the  day  he  had  first  seen  Helen,  and  he 
already  regarded  her  as  his  plighted  bride.  During 
the  earlier  days  of  his  courtship,  Percival,  enamoured 
and  absorbed  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  did  not 
hasten  to  make  his  mother  the  confidante  of  his  hap- 
piness. He  had  written  but  twice ;  and  though  he 
said  briefly,  in  the  second  letter,  that  he  had  dis- 
covered two  relations,  both  interesting,  and  one  charm- 
ing, he  had  deferred  naming  them,  or  entering  into 
detail.  This,  not  alone  from  that  indescribable  coy- 
ness which  all  have  experienced  in  addressing  even 
those  with  whom  they  are  most  .intimate,  in  the  early, 
half-unrevealed,  and  mystic  emotions  of  first  love  ; 
but  because  Lady  Mary's  letters  had  been  so  full  of 
her  sister's  declining  health,  of  her  own  anxieties  and 
fears,  that  he  had  shrunk  from  giving  her  a  new  sub- 
ject of  anxiety;  and  a  confidence,  full  of  hope  and  joy, 
seemed  to  him  unfeeling  and  unseasonable.  He  knew 
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how  necessarily  uneasy  and  restless  an  avowal  that  his 
heart  was  seriously  engaged  to  one  she  had  never  seen, 
would  make  that  tender  mother ;  and  that  his  confes- 
sion would  rather  add  to  her  cares,  than  produce  sym- 
pathy with  his  transports.  But  now,  feeling  impatient 
for  his  mother's  assent  to  the  formal  proposals  which 
had  become  due  to  Madame  Dalibard  and  Helen,  and 
taking  advantage  of  the  letter  last  received  from  her, 
which  gave  more  cheering  accounts  of  her  sister,  and 
expressed  curiosity  for  further  explanation  as  to  his 
half  disclosure,  he  wrote  at  length,  and  cleared  his 
breast  of  all  its  secrets.  It  was  the  same  day  in  which 
he  wrote  this  confession,  and  pleaded  his  cause,  that 
we  accompany  him  to  the  house  of  his  sweet  mistress, 
and  leave  him  by  her  side,  in  the  accustomed  garden. 
Within,  Madame  Dalibard,  whose  chair  was  set  by  the 
window,  bent  over  certain  letters,  which  she  took,  one 
by  one,  from  her  desk,  and  read  slowly,  lifting  her 
eyes  from  time  to  time,  and  glancing  towards  the 
young  people,  as  they  walked,  hand  in  hand,  round 
the  small  demesnes,  now  hid  by  the  fading  foliage,  now 
emerging  into  view.  Those  letters  were  the  early 
love-epistles  of  William  Mainwaring.  She  had  not 
recurred  to  them  for  years.  Perhaps  she  now  felt  that 
food  necessary  to  the  sustainment  of  her  fiendish  de- 
signs. It  was  a  strange  spectacle,  to  see  this  being,  so 
full  of  vital  energy,  mobile  and  restless  as  a  serpent ; 
condemned  to  that  helpless  decrepitude,  chained  to 
the  uneasy  seat — not  as  in  the  resigned  and  passive 
imbecility  of  extreme  age,  but  rather  as  one  whom,  in 
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the  prime  of  life,  the  rack  has  broken,  leaving  the 
limbs  inert,  the  mind  active,  the  form  as  one  dead,  the 
heart  with  superabundant  vigour ; — a  cripple's  impo- 
tence, and  a  Titan's  will !  What,  in  that  dreary  im- 
prisonment, and  amidst  the  silence  she  habitually 
preserved,  passed  through  the  caverns  of  that  breast, 
one  can  no  more  conjecture,  than  one  can  count  the 
blasts  that  sweep  and  rage  through  the  hollows  of  im- 
penetrable rock,  or  the  elements  that  conflict  in  the 
bosom  of  the  volcano,  everlastingly  at  work.  She  had 
read,  and  replaced  the  letters,  and,  leaning  her  cheek 
on  her  hand,  was  gazing  vacantly  on  the  wall,  when 
Varney  intruded  on  that  dismal  solitude. 

He  closed  the  door  after  him  with  more  than  usual 
care ;  and,  drawing  a  seat  close  to  Lucretia's,  said, 
"  Belle  mere,  the  time  has  arrived  for  you  to  act — my 
part  is  wellnigh  closed." 

"  Ay !  "  said  Lucretia,  wearily;  "  what  is  the  news 
you  bring  1 " 

"  First,"  replied  Varney,  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  shut 
the  window,  as  if  his  whisper  could  possibly  be  heard 
without — "  first,  all  this  business  connected  with  Helen 
is  at  length  arranged.  You  know  when,  agreeably  to 
your  permission,  I  first  suggested  to  her,  as  it  were 
casually,  that  you  were  so  reduced  in  fortune,  that  I 
trembled  to  regard  your  future, — that  you  had  years 
ago  sacrificed  nearly  half  your  pecuniary  resources  to 
maintain  her  parents — she  of  herself  reminded  me  that 
she  was  entitled,  when  of  age,  to  a  sum  far  exceeding 
all  her  wants,  and " 
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"  That  I  might  be  a  pensioner  on  the  child  of 
William  Mainwaring  and  Susan  Mivers,"  interrupted 
Lucretia.  "I  know  that,  and  thank  her  not.  Pass 
on." 

"  And  you  know  too,  that  in  the  course  of  my  con- 
versation with  the  girl,  I  let  out  also  incidentally  that, 
even  so,  you  were  dependent  on  the  chances  of  her  life ; 
that  if  she  died  (and  youth  itself  is  mortal)  before  she 
was  of  age,  the  sum  left  her  by  her  grandfather  would 
revert  to  her  father's  family ;  and  so,  by  hints,  I  drew 
her  on  to  ask  if  there  was  no  mode  by  which,  in  case 
of  her  death,  she  might  insure  subsistence  to  you.  So 
that  you  see  the  whole  scheme  was  made  at  her  own 
prompting.  I  did  but,  as  a  man  of  business,  suggest 
the  means — an  insurance  on  her  life." 

"  Varney,  these  details  are  hateful  I  do  not  doubt 
that  you  have  done  all  to  forestall  inquiry  and  elude 
risk.  The  girl  has  insured  her  life  to  the  amount  of 
her  fortune  ? " 

"To  that  amount  only!  Pooh!  Her  death  will 
buy  more  than  that !  As  no  one  single  office  will  in- 
sure for  more  than  £5000,  and  as  it  was  easy  to  per- 
suade her  that  such  offices  were  liable  to  failure,  and 
that  it  was  usual  to  insure  in  several,  and  for  a  larger 
amount  than  the  sum  desired,  I  got  her  to  enter  her- 
self at  three  of  the  principal  offices.  The  amount  paid 
to  us  on  her  death  will  be  fifteen  thousand  pounds. 
It  will  be  paid  (and  here  I  have  followed  the  best  legal 
advice)  in  trust  to  me  for  your  benefit.  Hence,  there- 
fore, even  if  our  researches  fail  us,  if  no  son  of  yours 
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can  "be  found,  with  sufficient  evidence  to  prove,  against 
the  keen  interests  and  bought  advocates  of  heirs-at- 
law,  the  right  to  Laughton,  this  girl  will  repay  us  well, 
will  replace  what  I  have  taken,  at  the  risk  of  my  neck, 
perhaps — certainly  at  the  risk  of  the  hulks,  from  the 
capital  of  my  uncle's  legacy — will  refund  what  we 
have  spent  on  the  inquiry — and  the  residue  will  secure 
to  you  an  independence,  sufficing  for  your  wants  almost 
for  life,  and  to  me,  what  will  purchase  with  economy" 
— and  Varney  smiled — "  a  year  or  so  of  a  gentleman's 
idle  pleasures.  Are  you  satisfied  thus  far  ? " 

"  She  will  die  happy  and  innocent ! "  muttered 
Lucretia,  with  the  growl  of  demoniac  disappoint- 
ment. 

"  Will  you  wait,  then,  till  my  forgery  is  detected, 
and  I  have  no  power  to  buy  the  silence  of  the  trustees 
— wait  till  I  am  in  prison,  and  on  a  trial  for  life  and 
death?  Reflect,  every  day,  every  hour  of  delay,  is 
fraught  with  peril  But  if  my  safety  is  nothing  com- 
pared to  the  refinement  of  your  revenge,  will  you  wait 
till  Helen  marries  Percival  St  John  1  You  start !  But 
can  you  suppose  that  this  innocent  love-play  will  not 
pass  rapidly  to  its  denouement  ?  It  is  but  yesterday 
that  Percival  confided  to  me,  that  he  should  write  this 
very  day  to  his  mother,  and  communicate  all  his  feel- 
ings and  his  hopes ; — that  he  waited  but  her  assent,  to 
propose  formally  for  Helen.  Now  one  of  two  things 
must  happen.  Either  this  mother,  haughty  and  vain 
as  lady  mothers  mostly  are,  may  refuse  consent  to  her 
son's  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  a  disgraced  banker, 
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and  the  niece  of  that  Lucretia  Dalibard  whom  her 
husband  would  not  admit  beneath  his  roof " 

"  Hold,  sir  !  "  exclaimed  Lucretia,  haughtily  ;  and 
amidst  all  the  passions  that  darkened  her  countenance 
and  degraded  her  soul,  some  flash  of  her  ancestral 
spirit  shot  across  her  brow ;  but  it  passed  quickly,  and 
she  added,  with  fierce  composure — "  You  are  right ; 
go  on  ! " 

"  Either — and  pardon  me  for  an  insult  that  conies 
not  from  me — either  this  will  be  the  case  :  Lady  Mary 
St  John  will  hasten  back  in  alarm  to  London;  she 
exercises  extraordinary  control  over  her  son  ;  she  may 
withdraw  him  from  us  altogether,  from  me  as  well  as 
you,  and  .the  occasion  now  presented  to  us  may  be  lost 
(who  knows  ?)  for  ever  ; — or  she  may  be  a  weak  and 
fond  woman, — may  be  detained  in  Italy  by  her  sister's 
illness, — may  be  anxious  that  the  last  lineal  descendant 
of  the  St  Johns  should  marry  betimes ;  and,  moved 
by  her  darling's  prayers,  may  consent  at  once  to  the 
union.  Or  a  third  course,  which  Percival  thinks  the 
most  probable,  and  which,  though  most  unwelcome  to 
us  of  all,  I  had  wellnigh  forgotten,  may  be  adopted. 
She  may  come  to  England,  and,  in  order  to  judge  her 
son's  choice  with  her  own  eyes,  may  withdraw  Helen 
from  your  roof  to  hers.  At  all  events,  delays  are  dan- 
gerous— dangerous,  putting  aside  my  personal  interest, 
and  regarding  only  your  own  object — may  bring  to  our 
acts  new  and  searching  eyes — may  cut  us  off  from  the 
habitual  presence  either  of  Percival,  or  Helen,  or  both  : 
or  surround  them,  at  the  first  breath  of  illness,  with 
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prying  friends  and  formidable  precautions.  The  birds 
now  are  in  our  hands.  Why  then  open  the  cage  and 
bid  them  fly,  in  order  to  spread  the  net  1  This  morn- 
ing all  the  final  documents  with  the  insurance  com- 
panies are  completed.  It  remains  for  me  but  to  pay 
the  first  quarterly  premiums.  For  that  I  think  I  am 
prepared  without  drawing  farther  on  your  hoards  or 
my  own  scanty  resources,  which  Grabman  will  take 
care  to  drain  fast  enough." 

"  And  Percival  St  John  ? "  said  Madame  Dalibard. 
"  We  want  no  idle  sacrifices.  If  my  son  be  not  found, 
we  need  not  that  boy's  ghost  amongst  those  who 
haunt  us." 

"  Surely  not,"  said  Varney ;  "  and  for  my  part,  he 
may  be  more  useful  to  me  alive  than  dead.  There  is 
no  insurance  on  his  life,  and  a  rich  friend  (credulous 
greenhorn  that  he  is  !)  is  scarcely  of  that  flock  of 
geese  which  it  were  wise  to  slay  from  the  mere  hope 
of  a  golden  egg.  Percival  St  John  is  your  victim,  not 
mine — not  till  you  give  the  order  would  I  lift  a  finger 
to  harm  him." 

"  Yes,  let  him  live,  unless  my  son  be  found  to  me," 
said  Madame  Dalibard,  almost  exultingly:  "let  him 
live  to  forget  yon  fair-faced  fool,  leaning  now,  see  you, 
so  delightedly  on  his  arm,  and  fancying  eternity  in  the 
hollow  vows  of  love  ! — let  him  live  to  wrong  and  aban- 
don her  by  forgetfulness,  though  even  in  the  grave ; 
to  laugh  at  his  boyish  dreams — to  sully  her  memory  in 
the  arms  of  harlots  ?  Oh,  if  the  dead  can  suffer,  let 
him  live  that  she  may  feel  beyond  the  grave  his  incon- 
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stancy  and  his  fall !  Methinks  that  that  thought  will 
comfort  me,  if  Vincent  be  no  more,  and  I  stand  child- 
less in  the  world  !  " 

"  It  is  so  settled,  then,"  said  Varney,  ever  ready  to 
clench  the  business  that  promised  gold,  and  relieve  his 
apprehensions  of  the  detection  of  his  fraud.  "And 
now  to  your  noiseless  hands,  as  soon  as  may  be,  I  con- 
sign the  girl :  she  has  lived  long  enough  !" 


VOL.  II. 


CHAPTER    XL 

Love  and  Innocence. 

WHILE  this  the  conference  between  these  execrable 
and  ravening  birds  of  night  and  prey,  Helen  and  her 
boy-lover  were  thus  conversing  in  the  garden,  while 
the  autumn  sun — for  it  was  in  the  second  week  of 
October  —  broke  pleasantly  through  the  yellowing 
leaves  of  the  tranquil  shrubs,  and  the  flowers,  which 
should  have  died  with  the  gone  summer,  still  fresh 
by  their  tender  care,  despite  the  lateness  of  the  season, 
smiled  gratefully  as  their  light  footsteps  passed. 

"  Yes,  Helen,"  said  Percival — "  yes,  you  will  love 
my  mother,  for  she  is  one  of  those  people  who  seem  to 
attract  love,  as  if  it  were  a  property  belonging  to  them. 
Even  my  dog  Beau  (you  know  how  fond  Beau  is  of 
me  /)  always  nestles  at  her  feet  when  we  are  at  home. 
I  own  she  has  pride,  but  it  is  a  pride  that  never 
offended  any  one.  You  know  there  are  some  flowers 
that  we  call  proud.  The  pride  of  the  flower  is  not 
more  harmless  than  my  mother's.  But  perhaps  pride 
is  not  the  right  word — it  is  rather  the  aversion  to  any- 
thing low  or  mean,  the  admiration  for  everything  pure 
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and  high.  Ah,  how  that  very  pride — if  pride  it  be — 
will  make  her  love  you,  my  Helen-! " 

"You  need  not  tell  me,"  said  Helen,  smiling  seri- 
ously, "  that  I  shall  love  your  mother — I  love  her 
already ;  nay,  from  the  first  moment  you  said  you  had 
a  mother,  my  heart  leaped  to  her.  Your  mother  !  if 
ever  you  are  really  jealous,  it  must  be  of  her  !  but  that 
she  should  love  me — that  it  is  what  I  doubt  and  fear. 
For  if  you  were  niy  brother,  Percival,  I  should  be  so 
ambitious  for  you.  A  nymph  must  rise  from  the 
stream,  a  sylphid  from  the  rose,  before  I  could  allow 
another  to  steal  you  from  my  side.  And  if  I  think  I 
should  feel  this  only  as  your  sister,  what  can  be  precious 
enough  to  satisfy  a  mother  1 " 

"You,  and  you  only,"  answered  Percival,  with  his 
blithesome  laugh — "  you,  my  sweet  Helen,  much  better 
than  nymph  or  sylphid,  about  whom,  between  our- 
selves, I  never  cared  three  straws,  even  in  a  poem. 
How  pleased  you  will  be  with  Laughton  !  Do  you 
know,  I  was  lying  awake  all  last  night  to  consider 
what  room  you  would  like  best  for  your  own.  And 
at  last  I  have  decided  : — come,  listen  ;  it  opens  from 
the  music-gallery  that  overhangs  the  hall.  From  the 
window  you  overlook  the  southern  side  of  the  park, 
and  catch  a  view  of  the  lake  beyond.  There  are  two 
niches  in  the  wall — one  for  your  piano,  one  for  your 
favourite  books.  It  is  just  large  enough  to  hold  four 
persons  with  ease, — our  mother  and  myself,  your  aunt, 
whom  by  that  time  we  shall  have  petted  into  good- 
humour  :  and  if  we  can  coax  Ardworth  there — the. 
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best  good  fellow  that  ever  lived — I  think  our  party 
will  be  complete.  By  the  way,  I  am  uneasy  about 
Ardworth,  it  is  so  long  since  we  have  seen  him  ;  I 
have  called  three  times — nay  five — but  his  odd- 
looking  clerk  always  swears  he  is  not  at  home.  Tell 
me,  Helen,  now,  you  who  know  him  so  well — tell  me 
how  I  can  serve  him  ?  You  know,  I  am  so  terribly 
rich  (at  least  I  shall  be  in  a  month  or  two) ;  I  can 
never  get  through  my  money  unless  my  friends  will 
help  me.  And  is  it  not  shocking  that  that  noble 
fellow  should  be  so  poor,  and  yet  suffer  me  to  call  him 
*  friend,'  as  if  in  friendship  one  man  should  want 
everything  and  the  other  nothing !  Still,  I  don't 
know  how  to  venture  to  propose  : — come,  you  under- 
stand me,  Helen  ;  let  us  lay  our  wise  heads  together, 
and  make  him  well  off,  in  spite  of  himself." 

It  was  in  this  loose  boyish  talk  of  Percival's  that  he 
had  found  the  way  not  only  to  Helen's  heart,  but  to 
her  soul.  For  in  this  she  (grand  undeveloped  poetess) 
recognised  a  nobler  poetry  than  we  chain  to  rhythm 
— the  poetry  of  generous  deeds.  She  yearned  to  kiss 
the  warm  hand  she  held,  and  drew  nearer  to  his  side, 
as  she  answered, — "  And  sometimes,  dear,  dear  Perci- 
val,  you  wonder  why  I  would  rather  listen  to  you  than 
to  all  Mr  Varney's  bitter  eloquence,  or  even  to  my  dear 
cousin's  aspiring  ambition.  They  talk  well,  but  it  is  of 
themselves  ;  while  you " 

Percival  blushed  and  checked  her. 

"  Well,"  she  said — "  well,  to  your  question.  Alas  ! 
you  know  little  of  my  cousin,  if  you  think  all  our  arts 
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could  decoy  him  out  of  his  rugged  independence  ;  and, 
much  as  I  love  him,  I  could  not  wish  it.  But  do  not 
fear  for  him ;  he  is  one  of  those  who  are  horn  to  suc- 
ceed, and  without  help." 

"  How  do  you  know  that,  pretty  prophetess  1 "  said 
Percival,  with  the  superior  air  of  manhood.  "  I  have 
seen  more  of  the  world  than  you  have,  and  I  cannot 
see  why  Ardworth  should  succeed,  as  you  call  it ;  or, 
if  so,  why  he  should  succeed  less  if  he  swung  his 
hammock  in  a  hetter  berth  than  that  hole  in  Gray's 
Inn,  and  would  just  let  me  keep  him  a  cah  and  a 
groom." 

Had  Percival  talked  of  keeping  John  Ardworth  an 
elephant  and  a  palanquin,  Helen  could  not  have  been 
more  amused.  She  clapped  her  little  hands  in  a  delight 
that  provoked  Percival,  and  laughed  out  loud.  Then, 
seeing  her  hoy-lover's  lip  pouted  petulantly,  and  his 
brow  was  overcast,  she  said,  more  seriously, — 

"  Do  you  not  know  what  it  is  to  feel  convinced  of 
something  which  you  cannot  explain?  Well,  I  feel 
this  as  to  my  cousin's  fame  and  fortunes.  Surely,  too, 
you  must  feel  it,  you  scarce  know  why,  when  he  speaks 
of  that  future,  which  seems  so  dim  and  so  far  to  me,  as 
of  something  that  belonged  to  him." 

"  Very  true,  Helen,"  said  Percival,  "  he  lays  it  out 
like  the  map  of  his  estate.  One  can't  laugh  when  he 
says  so  carelessly,  '  At  such  an  age  I  shall  lead  my 
circuit — at  such  an  age  I  shah1  be  rich — at  such  an 
age  I  shall  enter  parliament — and  beyond  that  I  shall 
look  as  yet  no  further.'  And,  poor  fellow !  then  he  will 
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be  forty-three  !  And  in  the  meanwhile  to  suffer  such 
privations  ! " 

"  There  are  no  privations  to  one  who  lives  in  the 
future,"  said  Helen,  with  that  noble  intuition  into 
lofty  natures  which  at  times  flashed  from  her  childish 
simplicity,  foreshadowing  what,  if  Heaven  spare  her 
life,  her  maturer  intellect  may  develop ;  "  for  Ard- 
worth  there  is  no  such  thing  as  poverty.  He  is  as  rich 

in  his  hopes  as  we  are  in "  She  stopped  short, 

blushed,  and  continued,  with  downcast  looks,  "As 
well  might  you  pity  me  in  these  walks,  so  dreary 
without  you.  I  do  not  live  in  them — I  live  in  my 
thoughts  of  you." 

Her  voice  trembled  with  emotion  in  those  last  words. 
She  slid  from  Percival's  arm,  and  timidly  sat  down  (and 
he  beside  her)  on  a  little  mound  under  the  single  chest- 
nut-tree that  threw  its  shade  over  the  garden. 

Both  were  silent  for  some  moments — Percival,  with 
grateful  ecstasy ;  Helen,  with  one  of  those  sudden 
fits  of  mysterious  melancholy,  to  which  her  nature  was 
so  subjected. 

He  was  the  first  to  speak.  "  Helen,"  he  said, 
gravely,  "  since  I  have  known  you,  I  feel  as  if  life  were 
a  more  solemn  thing  than  I  ever  regarded  it  before. 
It  seems  to  me  as  if  a  new  and  more  arduous  duty 
were  added  to  those  for  which  I  was  prepared— a  duty, 
Helen,  to  become  worthy  of  you  !  Will  you  smile  ? 
No — you  will  not  smile,  if  I  say  I  have  had  my  brief 
moments  of  ambition.  Sometimes  as  a  boy,  with 
Plutarch  in  my  hand,  stretched  idly  under  the  old 
cedar- trees  at  Laughtoii — sometimes  as  a  sailor,  when, 
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becalmed  on  the  Atlantic,  and  my  ears  freshly  filled 
with  tales  of  Collingwood  and  Nelson,  I  stole  from  my 
comrades,  and  leant  musingly  over  the  boundless  sea. 
But  when  this  ample  heritage  passed  to  me — when  I 
had  no  more  my  own  fortunes  to  make,  my  own  rank 
to  build  up,  such  dreams  became  less  and  less  frequent. 
Is  it  not  true  that  wealth  makes  us  contented  to 
be  obscure  1  Yes  ;  I  understand,  while  I  speak,  why 
poverty  itself  befriends,  not  cripples,  Ardworth's  ener- 
gies. But  since  I  have  known  you,  dearest  Helen, 
those  dreams  return  more  vividly  than  ever.  He  who 
claims  you  should  be — must  be — something  nobler  than 
the  crowd  !  Helen  !  " — and  he  rose  by  an  irresistible 
and  restless  impulse — "  I  shall  not  be  contented  till 
you  are  as  proud  of  your  choice  as  I  of  mine  ! " 

It  seemed,  as  Percival  spoke  and  looked,  as  if  boy- 
hood were  cast  from  him  for  ever.  The  unusual  weight 
and  gravity  of  his  words,  to  which  his  tone  gave  even 
eloquence — the  steady  flash  of  his  dark  eyes — his 
erect  elastic  form — all  had  the  dignity  of  man.  Helen 
gazed  on  him  silently,  and  with  a  heart  so  full  that 
Avords  would  not  come,  and  tears  overflowed  instead. 

That  sight  sobered  him  at  once ;  he  knelt  down 
beside  her,  threw  his  arms  round  her — it  was  his  first 
embrace — and  kissed  the  tears  away. 

"  How  have  I  distressed  you  ? — why  do  you  weep  ? " 

"  Let  me  weep  on,  Percival,  dear  Percival  !  These 
tears  are  like  prayers  ;  they  speak  to  Heaven — and  of 
you  ! " 

A  step  came  noiselessly  over  the  grass,  and  between 
the  lovers  and  the  sunlight  stood  Gabriel  Yarney. 
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Sudden  Celebrity  and  Patient  Hope. 

PERCIVAL  was  unusually  gloomy  and  abstracted  in  his 
way  to  town  that  day,  though  Varney  was  his  com- 
panion, and  in  the  full  play  of  those  animal  spirits 
which  he  owed  to  his  unrivalled  physical  organisa- 
tion and  the  obtuseness  of  his  conscience.  Seeing,  at 
length,  that  his  gaiety  did  not  communicate  itself  to 
Percival,  he  paused  and  looked  at  him  suspiciously. 
A  falling  leaf  startles  the  steed,  and  a  shadow  the 
guilty  man. 

"You  are  sad,  Percival?"  he  said,  inquiringly. 
"  What  has  disturbed  you  1 " 

"  It  is  nothing — or,  at  least,  would  seem  nothing  to 
you,"  answered  Percival,  with  an  effort  to  smile,  "  for 
I  have  heard  you  laugh  at  the  doctrine  of  presenti- 
ments. We  sailors  are  more  superstitious." 

"  What  presentiment  can  you  possibly  entertain  ?" 
asked  Varney,  more  anxiously  than  Percival  could 
have  anticipated. 

"Presentiments  are  not  so  easily  defined,  Varney. 
But,  in  truth,  poor  Helen  has  infected  me.  Have  you 
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not  remarked  that,  gay  as  she  habitually  is,  some 
shadow  comes  over  her  so  suddenly  that  one  cannot 
trace  the  cause  1 " 

"My  dear  Percival,"  said  Varney,  after  a  short 
pause,  "  what  you  say  does  not  surprise  me.  It  would 
be  false  kindness  to  conceal  from  you  that  I  have 
heard  Madame  Dalibard  say  that  her  mother  was, 
when  about  her  age,  threatened  with  consumptive 
symptoms  ;  but  she  lived  many  years  afterwards. 
Kay,  nay,  rally  yourself ;  Helen's  appearance,  despite 
the  extreme  purity  of  her  complexion,  is  not  that  of 
one  threatened  by  the  terrible  malady  of  our  climate. 
The  young  are  often  haunted  with  the  idea  of  early 
death.  As  we  grow  older,  that  thought  is  less  cher- 
ished ;  in  youth  it  is  a  sort  of  luxury.  To  this 
mournful  idea  (which  you  see  you  have  remarked  as 
well  as  I)  we  must  attribute  not  only  Helen's  occasional 
melancholy,  but  a  generosity  of  forethought  which  I 
cannot  deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  communicating  to 
you,  though  her  delicacy  would  be  shocked  at  my  in- 
discretion. You  know  how  helpless  her  aunt  is.  Well, 
Helen,  who  is  entitled,  when  of  age,  to  a  moderate 
competence,  has  persuaded  me  to  insure  her  life,  and 
accept  a  trust  to  hold  the  moneys  (if  ever  unhappily 
due)  for  the  benefit  of  my  mother-in-law,  so  that 
Madame  Dalibard  may  not  be  left  destitute,  if  her 
niece  die  before  she  is  twenty-one.  How  like  Helen  ! 
—is  it  not  1 " 

Percival  was  too  overcome  to  answer. 

Yarney  resumed  : — "  I  entreat  you  not  to  mention 
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this  to  Helen ;  it  would  offend  her  modesty  to  have 
the  secret  of  her  good  deeds  thus  betrayed  by  one  to 
whom  alone  she  confided  them.  I  could  not  resist  her 
entreaties,  though,  entre  nous,  it  cripples  me  not  a 
little  to  advance  for  her  the  necessary  sums  for  the 
premiums.  Apropos,  this  brings  me  to  a  point  on 
which  I  feel,  as  the  vulgar  idiom  goes,  'very  awkward,' 
— as  I  always  do  in  these  confounded  money  matters. 
But  you  were  good  enough  to  ask  me  to  paint  you  a 
couple  of  pictures  for  Laughton.  Now,  if  you  could 
let  me  have  some  portion  of  the  sum,  whatever  it  be 
(for  I  don't  price  my  paintings  to  you),  it  would  veiy 
much  oblige  me." 

Percival  turned  away  his  face  as  he  wrung  Varney's 
hand,  and  muttered,  with  a  choked  voice,  "Let  me 
have  my  share  in  Helen's  divine  forethought.  Good 
heavens  !  she,  so  young,  to  look  thus  beyond  the 
grave,  always  for  others — for  others." 

Callous  as  the  wretch  was,  'Percival's  emotion  and 
his  proposal  struck  Varney  with  a  sentiment  like  com- 
punction. He  had  designed  to  appropriate  the  lover's 
gold,  as  it  was  now  offered ;  but  that  Percival  himself 
should  propose  it,  blind  to  the  grave  to  which  that 
gold  paved  the  way,  was  a  horror  not  counted  in  those 
to  which  his  fell  cupidity  and  his  goading  apprehen- 
sions had  familiarised  his  conscience. 

"]S"o,"  he  said,  with  one  of  those  wayward  scruples 
to  which  the  blackest  criminals  are  sometimes  suscep- 
tible— "  no.  I  have  promised  Helen  to  regard  this  as 
a  loan  to  her,  which  she  is  to  repay  me  when  of  age. 
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What  you  may  advance  me  is  for  the  pictures.  I 
have  a  right  to  do  as  I  please  with  what  is  bought  by 
my  own  labour.  And  the  subjects  of  the  pictures — 
what  shall  they  be  1 " 

"For  one  picture  try  and  recall  Helen's  aspect  and 
attitude  when  you  came  to  us  in  the  garden,  and  entitle 
your  subject — 'The  Foreboding.'  " 

"  Hem  ! "  said  Varaey,  hesitatingly.  "  And  the 
other  subject  ? " 

"  AVait  for  that,  till  the  joy-bells  at  Laughton  have 
welcomed  a  bride,  and  then — and  then,  Yarney,"  added 
Pe'rcival,  with  something  of  his  natural  joyous  smile, 
"  you  must  take  the  expression  as  you  find  it.  Once 
under  my  care,  and,  please  Heaven,  the  one  picture 
shall  laughingly  upbraid  the  other ! " 

As  this  was  said,  the  cabriolet  stopped  at  Percival's 
door.  Varney  dined  with  him  that  day ;  and  if  the 
conversation  flagged,  it  did  not  revert  to  the  subject 
which  had  so  darkened  the  bright  spirits  of  the  hos*t, 
and  so  tried  the  hypocrisy  of  the  guest.  When  Yar- 
ney left,  which  he  did  as  soon  as  the  dinner  was  con- 
cluded, Percival  silently  put  a  check  into  his  hands,  to 
a  greater  amount  than  Yarney  had  anticipated  even 
from  his  generosity. 

"  This  is  for  four  pictures,  not  two,"  he  said,  shaking 
his  head ;  and  then,  with  his  characteristic  conceit,  he 
added — "  Well,  some  years  hence,  the  world  shall  not 
call  them  overpaid.  Adieu,  my  Medici ;  a  dozen  such 
men,  and  Art  would  revive  in  England." 

When  he  was  left  alone,  Percival  sat  down,  and, 
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leaning  his  face  on  both  hands,  gave  way  to  the  gloom 
which  his  native  manliness,  and  the  delicacy  that 
belongs  to  true  affection,  had  made  him  struggle  not  to 
indulge  in  the  presence  of  another.  Never  had  he  so 
loved  Helen  as  in  that  hour  ;  never  had  he  so  inti- 
mately and  intensely  felt  her  matchless  worth.  The 
image  of  her  unselfish,  quiet,  melancholy  consideration 
for  that  austere,  uncaressing,  unsympathising  relation, 
under  whose  shade  her  young  heart  must  have  withered, 
seemed  to  him  filled  with  a  celestial  pathos.  And  he 
almost  hated  Varney  that  the  cynic  painter  could  have 
talked  of  it  with  that  business-like  phlegm.  The 
evening  deepened  ;  the  tranquil  street  grew  still ;  the 
air  seemed  close  ;  the  solitude  oppressed  him ;  he  rose 
abruptly,  seized  his  hat,  and  went  forth,  slowly,  and 
still  with  a  heavy  heart. 

As  he  entered  Piccadilly,  on  the  broad  step  of  that 
house  successively  inhabited  by  the  Duke  of  Queens- 
bury  and  Lord  Hertford, — on  the  step  of  that  mansion, 
up  which  many  footsteps  light  with  wanton  pleasure 
have  gaily  trod,  Percival's  eye  fell  upon  a  wretched, 
squalid*,  ragged  object,  doubled  up,  as  it  were,  in  that 
last  despondency  which  has  ceased  to  beg,  that  has  no 
care  to  steal,  that  has  no  wish  to  live.  Percival  halted, 
and  touched  the  outcast. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  my  poor  fellow  1  Take  care 
— the  policeman  will  not  suffer  you  to  rest  here. 
Come,  cheer  up,  I  say  !  There  is  something  to  find 
you  a  better  lodging  !  " 

The  silver  fell  unheeded  on  the  stones.      The  thing 
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of  rags  did  not  even  raise  its  head,  but  a  low,  broken 
voice  muttered — 

"  It  be  too  late  now — let  'em  take  me  to  prison — let 
'em  send  me  'cross  the  sea  to  Buttany — let  'em  hang 
me,  if  they  please.  I  be's  good  for  nothin'  now — 
nothin'!" 

Altered  as  the  voice  was,  it  struck  Percival  as  fa- 
miliar. He  looked  down  and  caught  a  view  of  the 
drooping  face. 

"  Up,  man,  up  ! "  he  said,  cheerily ;  "  see,  Provi- 
dence sends  you  an  old  friend  in  need,  to  teach  you 
never  to  despair  again." 

The  hearty  accent,  more  than  the  words,  touched 
and  aroused  the  poor  creature.  He  rose  mechanically, 
and  a  sickly,  grateful  smile  passed  over  his  wasted 
features,  as  he  recognised  St  John. 

"  Come  !  how  is  this  ?  I  have  always  understood 
that  to  keep  a  crossing  was  a  flourishing  trade  nowa- 
days." 

"  I  'as  no  crossin'.  I  'as  sold  her  !  "  groaned  Beck. 
"I  be's  good  for  nothin'  now,  but  to  cadge  about  the 
streets,  and  steal,  and  filch,  and  hang  like  the  rest  on 
us  !  Thank  you  kindly,  sir "  (and  Beck  pulled  his 
forelock  ;)  "  but,  please  your  'onor,  I  vould  rather  make 
an  ind  on  it ! " 

"  Pooh,  pooh  !  didn't  I  tell  you  when  you  wanted  a 
friend  to  come  to  me  ?  Why  did  you  doubt  me,  foolish 
fellow  ?  Pick  up  those  shillings — get  a  bed  and  a 
supper.  Come  and  see  me  to-morrow  at  nine  o'clock  ; 
you  know  where — the  same  house  in  Curzon  Street ; 
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you  shall  tell  me  then  your  whole  story,  and  it  shall  go 
hard  but  I'll  buy  you  another  crossing,  or  get  you 
something  just  as  good." 

Poor  Beck  swayed  a  moment  or  two  on  his  slender 
legs,  like  a  drunken  man,  and  then,  suddenly  falling  on 
his  knees,  he  kissed  the  hem  of  his  benefactor's  gar- 
ment, and  fairly  wept.  Those  tears  relieved  him — 
they  seemed  to  wash  the  drought  of  despair  from  his 
heart. 

"  Hush,  hush  !  or  we  shall  have  a  crowd  round  us. 
You'll  not  forget,  my  poor  friend,  No.  — ,  Curzon 
Street — nine  to-morrow.  Make  haste  now,  and  get 
food  and  rest ;  you  look,  indeed,  as  if  you  wanted  them. 
Ah  !  would  to  Heaven  all  the  poverty  in  this  huge  city 
stood  here  in  thy  person,  and  we  could  aid  it  as  easily 
as  I  can  thee  ! " 

Percival  had  moved  on  as  he  said  those  last  words, 
and,  looking  back,  he  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  that 
Beck  was  slowly  crawling  after  him,  and  had  escaped 
the  grim  question  of  a  very  portly  policeman,  who  had 
no  doubt  expressed  a  natural  indignation  at  the  auda- 
city of  so  ragged  a  skeleton  not  keeping  itself  respect- 
ably at  home  in  its  churchyard. 

Entering  one  of  the  clubs  in  St  James's  Street,  Per- 
cival found  a  small  knot  of  politicians  in  eager  conver- 
sation respecting  a  new  book  which  had  been  published 
but  a  day  or  two  before,  but  which  had  already  seized 
the  public  attention  with  that  strong  grasp  which  con- 
stitutes always  an  era  in  an  author's  life,  sometimes  an 
epoch  in  a  nation's  literature.  The  newspapers  were 
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full  of  extracts  from  the  work — the  gossips  of  conjec- 
ture as  to  the  authorship.  We  need  scarcely  say  that 
a  book  which  makes  this  kind  of  sensation  must  hit 
some  popular  feeling  of  the  hour,  supply  some  popular 
want.  Ninety-nine  times  out  of  a  hundred,  therefore, 
its  character  is  political :  it  was  so  in  the  present  in- 
stance. It  may  be  remembered  that  that  year  Parlia- 
ment sat  during  great  part  of  the  month  of  October, 
that  it  was  the  year  in  which  the  Reform  Bill  was  re- 
jected by  the  House  of  Lords,  and  that  public  feeling 
in  our  time  had  never  b  eenso  keenly  excited.  This 
work  appeared  during  the  short  interval  between  the 
rejection  of  the  Bill  and  the  prorogation  of  Parliament.* 
And  what  made  it  more  remarkable  was,  that  while 
stamped  with  the  passion  of  the  time,  there  was  a 
weight  of  calm  and  stern  reasoning  embodied  in  its 
vigorous  periods  which  gave  to  the  arguments  of  the 
advocate  something  of  the  impartial! ty  of  the  judge. 
Unusually  abstracted  and  unsocial — for,  despite  his 
youth  and  that  peculiar  bashfulness  before  noticed,  he 
was  generally  alive  enough  to  all  that  passed  around 
him — Percival  paid  little  attention  to  the  comments 
that  circulated  round  the  easy-chairs  in  his  vicinity, 
till  a  subordinate  in  the  Administration,  with  whom  he 
was  slightly  acquainted,  pushed  a  small  volume  to- 
wards him,  and  said, — 

"  You  have  seen  this,  of  course,  St  John  ?     Ten  to 
one  you  do  not  guess  the  author.     It  is  certainly  not 

*  Parliament  was  prorogued  October  20th ;  the  bill  rejected  by 
the  Lords,  October  8th. 
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B m,  though  the  Lord  Chancellor  has  energy 

enough  for  anything.  E says  it  has  a  touch  of 

S r." 

"Could  M y  have  written  it1?"  asked  a  young 

member  of  Parliament,  timidly. 

"M y! — very  like  his  matchless  style,  to  be 

sure  !  You  can  have  read  very  little  of  M y,  I 

should  think,"  said  the  subordinate,  with  the  true 
sneer  of  an  official  and  a  critic. 

The  young  member  could  have  slunk  into  a  nut- 
shell 

Percival,  with  very  languid  interest,  glanced  over 
the  volume.  But  despite  his  mood,  and  his  moderate 
affection  for  political  writings,  the  passage  he  opened 
upon  struck  and  seized  him  unawares.  Though  the 
sneer  of  the  official  was  just,  and  the  style  was  not 

comparable  to  M y's  (whose  is  ?),  still  the  steady 

rush  of  strong  words,  strong  with  strong  thoughts — 
heaped  massively  together — showed  the  ease  of  genius 
and  the  gravity  of  thought : — the  absence  of  all  effemi- 
nate glitter — the  iron  grapple  with  the  pith  and  sub- 
stance of  the  argument  opposed,  seemed  familiar  to 
Percival.  He  thought  he  heard  the  deep  bass  of  John 
Ardworth's  earnest  voice,  when  some  truth  roused  his 
advocacy,  or  some  falsehood  provoked  his  wrath.  He 
put  down  the  book,  bewildered.  Could  it  be  the  ob- 
scure, briefless  lawyer  in  Gray's  Inn  (that  very  morning 
the  object  of  his  young  pity),  who  was  thus  lifted  into 
fame  ?  He  smiled  at  his  own  credulity.  But  he  list- 
ened with  more  attention  to  the  enthusiastic  praises 
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that  circled  round,  and  the  various  guesses  which  ac- 
companied them.  Soon,  however,  his  former  gloom 
returned — the  Babel  began  to  chafe  and  weary  him. 
He  rose  and  went  forth  again  into  the  air.  He  strolled 
on  without  purpose,  but  mechanically,  into  the  street 
where^he  had  first  seen  Helen.  He  paused  a  few  mo- 
ments under  the  colonnade  which  faced  Beck's  old  de- 
serted crossing.  His  pause  attracted  the  notice  of  one 
of  the  unhappy  beings  whom  we  suffer  to  pollute  our 
streets  and  rot  in  our  hospitals.  She  approached  and 
spoke  to  him — to  him  whose  heart  was  so  full  of  Helen ! 
He  shuddered,  and  strode  on.  At  length  he  paused 
before  the  twin  towers  of  Westminster  Abbey,  on 
which  the  moon  rested  in  solemn  splendour ;  and  in 
that  space  one  man  only  shared  his  solitude.  A  figure 
with  folded  arms  leant  against  the  iron  rails,  near  the 
statue  of  Canning,  and  his  gaze  comprehended  in  one 
view  the  walls  of  the  Parliament,  in  which  all  passions 
wage  their  war,  and  the  glorious  abbey,  which  gives  a 
Walhalla  to  the  great.  The  utter  stillness  of  the  figure, 
so  in  unison  with  the  stillness  of  the  scene,  had  upon 
Percival  more  effect  than  would  have  been  produced 
by  the  most  clamorous  crowd.  He  looked  round  curi- 
ously, as  he  passed,  and  uttered  an  exclamation  as  he 
recognised  John  Ardworth. 

"You,  Percival !"  said  Ardworth — "a  strange  meet- 
ing-place at  this  hour  !  What  can  bring  you  hither  ?" 

"Only  whim,  I  fear — and  you1? "  as  Percival  linked 
his  arm  into  Ardworth's. 

VOL.  II.  H 
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"  Twenty  years  hence  I  will  tell  you  what  brought 
me  hither  ! "  answered  Ardworth,  moving  slowly  back 
towards  Whitehall. 

"  If  we  are  alive  then  !  " 

"  We  live  till  our  destinies  below  are  fulfilled ;  till 
our  uses  have  passed  from  us  in  this  sphere,  and  rise  to 
benefit  another.  For  the  soul  is  as  a  sun,  but  with 
this  noble  distinction,  the  sun  is  confined  in  its  career 
— day  after  day  it  visits  the  same  lands,  gilds  the  same 
planets,  or  rather,  as  the  astronomers  hold,  stands  the 
motionless  centre  of  moving  worlds.  But  the  soul, 
when  it  sinks  into  seeming  darkness  and  the  deep, 
rises  to  new  destinies,  fresh  regions  unvisited  before. 
What  we  call  Eternity  may  be  but  an  endless  series  of 
those  transitions  which  men  call  deaths,  abandonments 
of  home  after  home,  ever  to  fairer  scenes  and  loftier 
heights.  Age  after  age,  the  spirit,  that  glorious  Nomad, 
may  shift  its  tent,  fated  not  to  rest  in  the  dull  Ely- 
sium of  the  Heathen,  but  carrying  with  it  evermore 
its  elements — Activity  and  Desire.  Why  should  the 
soul  ever  repose?  God,  its  Principle,  reposes  never. 
While  we  speak,  new  worlds  are  sparkling  forth — 
suns  are  throwing  off  their  nebulse  —  nebulae  are 
hardening  into  worlds.  The  Almighty  proves  His  ex- 
istence by  creating.  Think  you  that  Plato  is  at  rest, 
and  Shakespeare  only  basking  on  a  sun-cloud?  Labour 
is  the  very  essence  of  spirit  as  of  divinity ;  labour  is 
the  purgatory  of  the. erring ;  it  may  become  the  hell  of 
the  wicked,  but  labour  is  not  less  the  heaven  of  the 
good  ! " 
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Ardworth  spoke  with  unusual  earnestness  and  pas- 
sion ;  and  his  idea  of  the  future  was  emblematic  of  his 
own  active  nature  :  for  each  of  us  is  wisely  left  to  shape 
out,  amidst  the  impenetrable  mists,  his  own  ideal  of 
the  Hereafter.  The  warrior-child  of  the  biting  north 
placed  his  Hela  amid  snows,  and  his  Himuiel  in  the 
banquets  of  victorious  war ;  the  son  of  the  East, 
parched  by  relentless  summer — his  hell  amidst  fire, 
and  his  elysium  by  cooling  streams ;  the  weary  pea- 
sant sighs  through  life  for  rest,  and  rest  awaits  his  vision 
beyond  the  grave ;  the  workman  of  genius — ever  ar- 
dent, ever  young — honours  toil  as  the  glorious  develop- 
ment of  being,  and  springs  refreshed  over  the  abyss  of 
the  grave,  to  follow  from  star  to  star  the  progress  that 
seems  to  him  at  once  the  supreme  felicity  and  the  neces- 
sary law.  So  be  it  with  the  fantasy  of  each  !  Wisdom 
that  is  infallible,  and  love  that  never  sleeps,  watch 
over  the  darkness — and  bid  darkness  be,  that  we  may 
dream  ! 

"  Alas  ! "  said  the  young  listener — "  what  reproof  do 
you  not  convey  to  those,  like  me,  who,  devoid  of  the 
power  which  gives  results  to  every  toil,  have  little  left 
to  them  in  life  but  to  idle  life  away.  All  have  not 
the  gift  to  write,  or  harangue,  or  speculate,  or " 

"  Friend,"  interrupted  Ardworth,  bluntly,  "  do  not 
belie  yourself.  There  lives  not  a  man  on  earth — out 
of  a  lunatic  asylum — who  has  not  in  him  the  power  to 
do  good.  "What  can  writers,  haranguers,  or  speculators 
do  more  than  that  1  Have  you  ever  entered  a  cottage 
— ever  travelled  in  a  coach — ever  talked  with  a  pea- 
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sant  in  the  field,  or  loitered  with  a  mechanic  at  the  loom, 
and  not  found  that  each  of  those  men  had  a  talent  you 
had  not,  knew  some  things  you  knew  not  ?  The  most 
useless  creature  that  ever  yawned  at  a  club,  or  counted 
the  vermin  on  his  rags  under  the  suns  of  Calabria,  has 
no  excuse  for  want  of  intellect.  What  men  want  is, 
not  talent,  it  is  purpose ; — in  other  words,  not  the 
power  to  achieve,  but  the  will  to  labour.  You,  Per- 
cival  St  John — you  affect  to  despond,  lest  you  should 
not  have  your  uses — you,  with  that  fresh  warm  heart 
— you,  with  that  pure  enthusiasm  for  what  is  fresh  and 
good — you,  who  can  even  admire  a  thing  like  Varney, 
because  through  the  tawdry  man  you  recognise  art  and 
skill,  even  though  wasted  in  spoiling  canvass — you,  who 
have  only  to  live  as  you  feel,  in  order  to  diffuse  bless- 
ings all  around  you — fie,  foolish  boy  ! — you  will  own 
your  error  when  I  tell  you  why  I  come  from  my 
rooms  at  Gray's  Inn  to  see  the  walls  in  which  Hamp- 
den,  a  plain  country  squire  like  you,  shook  with  plain 
words  the  tyranny  of  eight  hundred  years." 

"  Ardworth,  I  will  not  wait  your  time  to  tell  me 
what  took  you  yonder.  I  have  penetrated  a  secret  that 
you,  not  kindly,  kept  from  me.  This  morning  you  rose 
and  found  yourself  famous ;  this  evening  you  have  come 
to  gaze  upon  the  scene  of  the  career  to  which  that  fame 
will  more  rapidly  conduct  you " 

"  And  upon  the  tomb  which  the  proudest  ambition 
I  can  form  on  earth  must  content  itself  to  win  !  A 
poor  conclusion,  if  all  ended  here  !  " 

"  I  am  right,  however,"  said  Percival,  with  boyish 
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pleasure.  "  It  is  you  whose  praises  have  just  filled 
uiy  ears.  You,  dear — dear  Ardworth  !  How  rejoiced  I 
am!" 

Ardworth  pressed  heartily  the  hand  extended  to 
him  :  "  I  should  have  trusted  you  with  my  secret  to- 
morrow, Percival ;  as  it  is,  keep  it  for  the  present.  A 
craving  of  my  nature  has  been  satisfied,  a  grief  has 
found  distraction ;  as  for  the  rest,  any  child  who  throws 
a  stone  into  the  water  with  all  his  force  can  make  a 
splash  ;  but  he  would  be  a  fool  indeed  if  he  supposed 
that  the  splash  was  a  sign  that  he  had  turned  a 
stream." 

Here  Ardworth  ceased  abruptly — and  Percival,  en- 
grossed by  a  bright  idea,  which  had  suddenly  occurred 
to  him,  exclaimed, — 

"  Ardworth — your  desire,  your  ambition  is  to  enter 
parliament ;  there  must  be  a  dissolution  shortly — the 
success  of  your  book  will  render  you  acceptable  to 
many  a  popular  constituency.  All  you  can  want  is  a 
sum  for  the  necessary  expenses.  Borrow  that  sum 
from  me — repay  me  when  you  are  in  the  cabinet,  or 
attorney-general  It  shall  be  so  !  " 

A  look  so  bright,  that  even  by  that  dull  lamplight, 
the  glow  of  the  cheek,  the  brilliancy  of  the  eye  were 
visible — flashed  over  Ardworth's  face.  He  felt  at  that 
moment  what  ambitious  ma»  must  feel  when  the  object 
he  has  seen  dimly  and  afar  is  placed  within  his  grasp  ; 
but  his  reason  was  proof  even  against  that  strong 
temptation. 

He  passed  his  arm  round  the  boy's  slender  waist, 
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and  drew  him  to  his  heart  with  grateful  affection,  as 
he  replied, — 

"And  what,  if  now  in  parliament,  giving  up  my 
career — with  no  regular  means  of  subsistence — what 
could  I  be  but  a  venal  adventurer1?  Place  would 
become  so  vitally  necessary  to  me,  that  I  should  feed 
but  a  dangerous  war  between  my  conscience  and  my 
wants.  In  chasing  Fame,  the  shadow,  I  should  lose 
the  substance,  Independence — why,  that  very  thought 
would  paralyse  my  tongue.  Xo,  no — my  generous 
friend.  As  labour  is  the  arch  elevator  of  man,  so 
patience  is  the  essence  of  labour.  First  let  me  build 
the  foundation,  I  may  then  calculate  the  height  of  my 
tower.  First  let  me  be  independent  of  the  great — I  will 
then  be  the  champion  of  the  lowly.  Hold ! — tempt 
me  no  more — do  not  lure  me  to  the  loss  of  self-esteem ! 
And  now,  Percival,"  resumed  Ardworth,  in  the  tone 
of  one  who  wishes  to  plunge  into  some  utterly  new 
current  of  thought — "let  us  forget  for  a  while  these 
solemn  aspirations,  and  be  frolicsome  and  human. 
'  Nemo  mortalium  omnibus  horis  sapit.'  '  Neque  semper 
arcum  tendit  Apollo.'  "What  say  you  to  a  cigar  ? " 

Percival  stared.  He  was  not  yet  familiarised  to  the 
eccentric  whims  of  his  friend. 

"  Hot  negus  and  a  cigar  !  "  repeated  Ardworth,  while 
a  smile,  full  of  drollery,  played  round  the  corners  of  his 
lips,  and  twinkled  in  his  deep-set  eyes. 

"  Are  you  serious  ] " 

"  Not  serious — I  have  been  serious  enough "  (and 
Ardworth  sighed)  "  for  the  last  three  weeks.  "Who 
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goes  '  to  Corinth  to  be  sage,'  or  to  the  Cider  Cellar  to 
be  serious  ? " 

"  I  subscribe,  then,  to  the  negus  and  cigar,"  said 
Percival,  smiling ;  and  he  had  no  cause  to  repent  his 
compliance,  as  he  accompanied  Ardworth  to  one  of  the 
resorts  favoured  by  that  strange  person  in  his  rare  hours 
of  relaxation. 

For,  seated  at  his  favourite  table,  which  happened, 
luckily,  to  be  vacant,  with  his  head  thrown  carelessly 
back,  and  his  negus  steaming  before  him,  John  Ard- 
worth continued  to  pour  forth,  till  the  clock  struck 
three,  jest  upon  jest — pun  upon  pun — broad  drollery 
upon  broad  drollery,  without  flagging,  without  inter- 
mission— so  varied,  so  copious,  so  ready,  so  irresistible, 
that  Percival  was  transported  out  of  all  his  melancholy 
in  enjoying,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  the  exuberant 
gaiety  of  a  grave  mind  once  set  free — all  its  intellect 
sparkling  into  wit — all  its  passion  rushing  into  humour. 
And  this  was  the  man  he  had  pitied  ! — supposed  to 
have  no  sunny  side  to  his  life  !  How  much  greater 
had  been  his  compassion  and  his  wonder  if  he  could 
have  known  all  that  had  passed,  within  the  last  few 
weeks,  through  that  gloomy  yet  silent  breast,  which, 
by  the  very  breadth  of  its  mirth,  showed  what  must  be 
the  depth  of  its  sadness  ! 


CHAPTEE     XIII. 

The  Loss  of  the  Crossing. 

DESPITE  the  lateness  of  the  hour  before  he  got  to  rest, 
Percival  had  already  breakfasted  when  his  valet  in- 
formed him,  with  raised,  supercilious  eyebrows,  that 
"  an  uncommon  ragged  sort  of  a  person  insisted  that  he 
had  been  told  to  call."  Though  Beck  had  been  at  the 
house  before,  and  the  valet  had  admitted  him,  so 
much  thinner,  so  much  more  ragged  was  he  now,  that  the 
trim  servant — no  close  observer  of  such  folks — did  not 
recognise  him.  However,  at  Percival's  order,  too  well- 
bred  to  show  surprise,  he  ushered  Beck  up  with  much 
civility ;  and  St  John  was  painfully  struck  with  the 
ravages  a  few  weeks  had  made  upon  the  sweeper's 
countenance.  The  lines  were  so  deeply  ploughed — the 
dry  hair  looked  so  thin,  and  was  so  sown  with  grey, 
that  Beck  might  have  beat  all  Farren's  skill  in  the 
part  of  an  old  man. 

The  poor  Sweeper's  tale,  extricated  from  its  peculiar 
phraseology,  was  simple  enough,  and  soon  told  : — He 
had  returned  home  at  night  to  find  his  hoards  stolen, 
and  the  labour  of  his  life  overthrown.  How  he  passed 
that  night  he  did  not  very  well  remember.  "We  may 
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well  suppose  that  the  little  reason  he  possessed  was 
wellnigh  bereft  from  him.  No  suspicion  of  the  exact 
thief  crossed  his  perturbed  mind.  Bad  as  Grabman's 
character  might  be,  he  held  a  respectable  position  com- 
pared with  the  other  lodgers  in  the  house.  Bill,  the 
cracksman,  naturally,  and  by  vocation,  suggested  the 
hand  that  had  despoiled  him  ; — how  hope  for  redress, 
or  extort  surrender,  from  such  a  quarter?  Mechanically, 
however,  when  the  hour  arrived  to  return  to  his  day's 
task,  he  stole  down  the  stairs,  and  lo,  at  the  very  door  of 
the  house,  Bill's  children  were  at  play,  and  in  the  hand 
of  the  eldest  he  recognised  what  he  called  his  "  curril." 

"  Your  curril ! "  interrupted  St  John. 

"  Yes,  curril — vot  the  little  uns  bite  afore  they  gets 
their  teethin'." 

St  John  smiled,  and  supposing  that  Beck  had  some 
time  or  other  been  puerile  enough  to  purchase  such  a 
bauble,  nodded  to  him  to  continue  ; — to  seize  upon  the 
urchin,  and,  in  spite  of  kicks,  bites,  shrieks,  or  scratches, 
repossess  himself  of  his  treasure,  was  the  feat  of  a 
moment.  The  brat's  clamour  drew  out  the  father — and 
to  him  Beck  (pocketing  the  coral,  that  its  golden  bells 
might  not  attract  the  more  experienced  eye,  and  influ- 
ence the  more  formidable  greediness,  of  the  paternal 
thief)  loudly,  and  at  first  fearlessly,  appealed.  Him  he 
charged,  and  accused,  and  threatened  with  all  vengeance, 
human  and  divine.  Then,  changing  his  tone,  he  im- 
plored— he  wept — he  knelt.  As  soon  as  the  startled 
cracksman  recovered  his  astonishment  at  such  audacity, 
and  comprehended  the  nature  of  the  charge  against 
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himself  and  his  family,  he  felt  the  more  indignant 
from  a  strange  and  unfamiliar  consciousness  of  inno- 
cence. Seizing  Beck  by  the  nape  of  the  neck,  with  a 
dexterous  application  of  hand  and  foot  he  sent  him 
spinning  into  the  kennel. 

"  Go  to  Jericho,  mud-scraper  !  "  cried  Bill,  in  a  voice 
of  thunder — "  and  if  ever  thou  sayst  such  a  vopper 
agin — 'sparaging  the  characters  of  them  'ere  motherless 
babes — I'll  Seal  thee  up  in  a  'tato  sack,  and  sell  thee 
for  fiv'pence  to  !N"o.  7,  the  great  body-snatcher.  Take 
care  how  I  ever  sets  eyes  agin  on  thy  hugly  mug  !  " 

With  that  Bill  clapped-to  the  door,  and  Beck, 
frightened  out  of  his  Avits,  crawled  from  the  kennel, 
and,  bruised  and  smarting,  crept  to  his  crossing.  But 
he  was  unable  to  discharge  his  duties  that  day ;  his 
ill-fed  miserable  frame  was  too  weak  for  the  stroke  he 
had  received.  Long  before  dusk  he  sneaked  away, 
and  dreading  to  return  to  his  lodging,  lest,  since  nothing 
now  was  left  worth  robbing  but  his  carcass,  Bill  might 
keep  his  word  and  sell  that  to  the  body-snatcher,  he 
took  refuge  under  the  only  roof  where  he  felt  he  could 
sleep  in  safety. 

And  here  we  must  pause  to  explain.  In  our  first 
introduction  of  Beck,  we  contented  ourselves  with 
implying  to  the  ingenious  and  practised  reader  that 
his  heart  might  still  be  large  enough  to  hold  something 
besides  his  crossing.  Now,  in  one  of  the  small  alleys 
that  have  their  vent  in  the  great  stream  of  Fleet 
Street,  there  dwelt  an  old  widow  woman,  who  eked 
out  her  existence  by  charing — an  industrious,  drudging 
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creature,  whose  sole  occupation  since  her  husband,  the 
journeyman  bricklayer,  fell  from  a  scaffold,  and,  break- 
ing his  neck,  left  her  happily  childless,  as  well  as  pen- 
niless—  had  been  scrubbing  stone-floors,  and  clean- 
ing out  dingy  houses  when  about  to  be  let, — charing, 
in  a  word.  And  in  this  vocation  had  she  kept  body 
and  soul  together,  till  a  bad  rheumatism  and  old  age 
had  put  an  end  to  her  utilities,  and  entitled  her  to 
the  receipt  of  two  shillings  weekly  from  parochial 
munificence.  Between  this  old  woman  and  Beck  there 
was  a  mysterious  tie — so  mysterious  that  he  did  not 
well  comprehend  it  himself.  Sometimes  he  called  her 
"mammy," — sometimes  " the  hold  crittur."  But  cer- 
tain it  is,  that  to  her  he  was  indebted  for  that  name 
which  he  bore,  to  the  puzzlement  of  St  Giles's. 

Becky  Carruthers  was  the  name  of  the  old  woman ; 
but  Becky  was  one  of  those  good  creatures  who  are 
always  called  by  their  Christian  names,  and  never  rise 
into  the  importance  of  the  surname,  and  the  dignity  of 
"  Mistress ; ' '- — lopping  off  the  last  syllable  of  the  familiar 
appellation,  the  outcast  christened  himself  "  Beck." 

"  And,"  said  St  John,  who  in  the  course  of  question 
and  answer  had  got  thus  far  into  the  marrow  of  the 
Sweeper's  narrative,  "  is  not  this  good  woman  really 
your  mother  1 " 

11  Mother  !  "  echoed  Beck,  with  disdain  ;  "  no,  I  'as 
a  gritter  mother  nor  she.  Sint  Poll's  is  my  mother. 
But  the  hold  crittur  tuk  care  on  me." 

"  I  really  don't  understand  you.  Saint  Paul's  is 
your  mother  ? — How  ? " 
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Beck  shook  his  head  mysteriously,  and,  without  an- 
swering the  question,  resumed  the  tale,  which  we  must 
thus  paraphrastically  continue  to  deliver. 

When  he  was  a  little  more  than  six  years  old,  Beck 
began  to  earn  his  own  livelihood,  by  running  errands, 
holding  horses,  scraping  together  pence  and  halfpence. 
Betimes,  his  passion  for  saving  began;  at  first  with 
a  good  and  unselfish  motive,  that  of  surprising 
"mammy"  at  the  week's  end.  But  when  "mammy," 
who  then  gained  enough  for  herself,  patted  his  head 
and  called  him  good  boy,  and  bade  him  save  for  his 
own  uses,  and  told  him  what  a  great  thing  it  would  be 
if  he  could  lay  by  a  pretty  penny  against  he  was  a 
man,  he  turned  miser  on  his  own  account ;  and  the 
miserable  luxury  grew  upon  him.  At  last,  by  the  per- 
mission of  the  police  inspector,  strengthened  by  that 
of  the  owner  of  the  contiguous  house,  he  made  his 
great  step  in  life,  and  succeeded  a  deceased  negro  in 
the  dignity  and  emoluments  of  the  memorable  crossing. 
From  that  hour  he  felt  himself  fulfilling  his  proper 
destiny ;  but  poor  Becky,  alas  !  had  already  fallen  into 
the  sere  and  yellow  leaf;  with  her  decline,  her  good 
qualities  were  impaired.  She  took  to  drinking — not 
to  positive  intoxication,  but  to  making  herself  "  com- 
fortable ; " — and,  to  satisfy  her  craving,  Beck,  waking 
betimes  one  morning,  saw  her  emptying  his  pockets. 
Then  he  resolved,  quietly  and  without  upbraiding  her, 
to  remove  to  a  safer  lodging.  To  save  had  become  the 
imperative  necessity  of  his  existence.  But  to  do  him 
justice,  Beck  had  a  glimmering  sense  of  what  was  due 


LUCRETIA.  125 

to  the  "  hold  crittur."  Every  Saturday  evening  he 
called  at  her  house,  and  deposited  with  her  a  certain 
sum,  not  large  even,  in  proportion  to  his  earnings,  but 
which  seemed  to  the  poor  ignorant  miser,  who  grudged 
every  farthing  to  himself,  an  enormous  deduction  from 
his  total,  and  a  sum  sufficient  for  every  possible  want 
of  humankind,  even  to  satiety.  And  now,  in  return- 
ing, despoiled  of  all,  save  the  few  pence  he  had  col- 
lected that  day,  it  is  but  fair  to  him  to  add  that  not 
his  least  bitter  pang  was  in  the  remembrance  that  this 
was  the  only  Saturday  on  which,  for  the  first  time,  the 
weekly  stipend  would  fail. 

But  so  ill  and  so  wretched  did  he  look  when  he 
reached  her  little  room,  that  "mammy"  forgot  all 
thought  of  herself;  and  when  he  had  told  his  tale,  so 
kind  was  her  comforting,  so  unselfish  her  sympathy, 
that  his  heart  smote  him  for  his  old  parsimony,  for  his 
hard  resentment  at  her  single  act  of  peculation  ; — had 
not  she  the  right  to  all  he  made  1  But  remorse  and 
grief  alike  soon  vanished  in  the  fever  that  now  seized 
him ;  for  several  days  he  was  insensible  ;  and  when  he 
recovered  sufficiently  to  be  aware  of  what  was  around 
him,  he  saw  the  widow  seated  beside  him,  within  four 
bare  walls, — everything,  except  the  bed  he  slept  on, 
had  been  sold  to  support  him  in  his  illness.  As  soon 
as  he  could  totter  forth,  Beck  hastened  to  his  crossing 
— alas !  it  was  preoccupied.  His  absence  had  led  to 
ambitious  usurpation.  A  one-legged,  sturdy  sailor  had 
mounted  his  throne  and  wielded  his  sceptre.  The  de- 
corum of  the  street  forbade  altercation  to  the  contend- 
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ing  parties ;  but  the  sailor  referred  discussion  to  a 
meeting  at  a  flash  house  in  the  Rookery  that  evening. 
There,  a  jury  was  appointed,  and  the  case  opened.  By 
the  conventional  laws  that  regulate  this  useful  com- 
munity, Beck  was  still  in  his  rights  ;  his  reappearance 
sufficed  to  restore  his  claims,  and  an  appeal  to  the 
policeman  would  no  doubt  re-establish  his  authority. 
But  Beck  was  still  so  ill  and  so  feeble,  that  he  had  a 
melancholy  persuasion  that  he  could  not  suitably  per- 
form the  duties  of  his  office  ;  and  when  the  sailor,  not 
a  bad  fellow  on  the  whole,  offered  to  pay  down  on 
the  nail  what  really  seemed  a  very  liberal  sum  for 
Beck's  peaceful  surrender  of  his  rights,  the  poor  wretch 
thought  of  the  bare  walls  at  his  "mammy's,"  of  the 
long,  dreary  interval  that  must  elapse,  even  if  able  to 
work,  before  the  furniture  pawned  could  be  redeemed 
by  the  daily  profits  of  his  post,  and  with  a  groan  he 
held  out  his  hand,  and  concluded  the  bargain. 

Creeping  home  to  his  "hold  crittur,"  he  threw  the 
purchase-money  into  her  lap;  then,  broken-hearted 
and  in  despair,  he  slunk  forth  again  in  a  sort  of  vague, 
dreamy  hope,  that  the  law,  which  abhors  vagabonds, 
would  seize  and  finish  him. 

"When  this  tale  was  done,  Percival  did  not  neglect 
the  gentle  task  of  admonition,  which  the  poor  Sweeper's 
softened  heart  and  dull  remorse  made  the  easier.  He 
pointed  out,  in  soft  tones,  how  the  avarice  he  had 
indulged  had  been,  perhaps,  mercifully  chastised ;  and 
drew  no  ineloquent  picture  of  the  vicious  miseries  of 
the  confirmed  miser.  Beck  listened  humbly  and  re- 
spectfully, though  so  little  did  he  understand  of  mercy, 
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and  Providence,  and  vice,  that  the  diviner  part  of  the 
homily  was  quite  lost  on  him.  However,  he  confessed 
penitently  that  "the  mattress  had  made  him  vorse 
nor  a  beast  to  the  hold  crittur;"  and  that  "he  was 
cured  of  saving  to  the  end  of  his  days." 

"And  now,"  said  Percival,  "  as  you  really  seem  not 
strong  enough  to  bear  this  out-of-door  work  (the 
winter  coming  ou,  too),  what  say  you  to  entering  into 
my  service  ?  I  want  some  help  in  my  stables.  The 
work  is  easy  enough  ;  and  you  are  used  to  horses,  you 
know,  in  a  sort  of  a  way." 

Beck  hesitated,  and  looked  a  moment  undecided. 
At  last,  he  said  "  Please  your  'onour,  if  I  beant  strong 
enough  for  the  crossin',  I's  afeard  I'm  too  hailing  to 
sarve  you.  And  vouldn't  I  be  vorse  nor  a  wiper  to 
take  your  vages,  and  not  vork  for  'em  has  I  houghtl" 

"  Pooh  !  we'll  soon  make  you  strong,  my  man.  Take 
my  advice — don't  let  your  head  run  on  the  crossing. 
That  kind  of  industry  exposes  you  to  bad  company  and 
bad  thoughts." 

"  That's  vot  it  is,  sir,"  said  Beck,  assentingly,  laying 
his  dexter  forefinger  on  his  sinister  palm. 

"  "Well !  you  are  in  my  service,  then.  Go  down 
stairs  now,  and  get  your  breakfast ; — by-and-by  you 
shall  show  me  your  '  mammy's'  house,  and  we'll  see 
what  can  be  done  for  her." 

Beck  pressed  his  hands  to  his  eyes,  trying  hard  not 
to  cry ;  but  it  was  too  much  for  him  ;  and  as  the  valet, 
who  appeared  to  Percival's  summons,  led  him  down 
the  stairs,  his  sobs  were  heard  from  attic  to  base- 
ment. 


CHAPTEE   XIV. 

News  from  Grabman. 

THAT  day,  opening  thus  auspiciously  to  Beck,  was  me- 
morable also  to  other  and  more  prominent  persons  in 
this  history. 

Early  in  the  forenoon  a  parcel  was  broughi  to 
Madame  Dalibard  which  contained  Ardworth's  already 
famous  book,  a  goodly  assortment  of  extracts  from  the 
newspapers  thereon,  and  the  following  letter  from  the 
young  author : — 

"  You  will  see,  by  the  accompanying  packet,  that 
your  counsels  have  had  weight  with  me.  I  have 
turned  aside  in  my  slow  legitimate  career.  I  have,  as 
you  desired,  made  '  men  talk  of  me.'  What  solid 
benefit  I  may  reap  from  this  I  know  not.  I  shall  not 
openly  avow  the  book.  Such  notoriety  cannot  help 
me  at  the  bar.  But  liberavi  animam  meam — excuse 
my  pedantry — I  have  let  my  soul  free  for  a  moment — 
I  am  now  catching  it  back,  to  put  bit  and  saddle  on 
again.  I  will  not  tell  you  how  you  have  disturbed  me 
— how  you  have  stung  me  into  this  premature  rush 
amidst  the  crowd — how,  after  robbing  me  of  name  and 
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father,  you  have  driven  me  to  this  experiment  with 
my  own  mind,  to  see  if  I  was  deceived,  when  I  groaned 
to  myself,  'The  Public  shall  give  you  a  name,  and 
Fame  shall  be  your  mother.'  I  am  satisfied  with  the 
experiment.  I  know  better  now  what  is  in  me  :  and 
I  have  regained  my  peace  of  mind.  If,  in  the  success 
of  this  hasty  work,  there  be  that  which  will  gratify 
the  interest  you  so  kindly  take  in  me,  deem  that  suc- 
cess your  own  :  I  owe  it  to  you — to  your  revelations — 
to  your  admonitions.  I  wait  patiently  your  own  time 
for  further  disclosures ;  till  then,  the  wheel  must  work 
on,  and  the  grist  be  ground.  Kind  and  generous 
friend,  till  now  I  would  not  wound  you  by  returning 
the  sum  you  sent  me — nay,  more,  I  knew  I  should 
please  you  by  devoting  part  of  it  to  the  risk  of  giving 
this  essay  to  the  world,  and  so  making  its  good  fortune 
doubly  your  own  work.  Now,  when  the  publisher 
smiles,  and  the  shopmen  bow,  and  I  am  acknowledged 
to  have  a  bank  in  my  brains, — now,  you  cannot  be 
offended  to  receive  it  back.  Adieu.  "When  my  mind 
is  in  train  again,  and  I  feel  my  step  firm  on  the  old 
dull  road,  I  will  come  to  see  you.  Till  then,  yours — 
by  what  name?  Open  the  '  Biographical  Dictionary' 
at  hazard,  and  send  me  one." 

"  OKAY'S  INN." 

]S"ot  at  the  noble  thoughts,  and  the  deep  sympathy 
with  mankind,  that  glowed  through  that  work,  over 
which  Lucretia  now  tremulously  hurried,  did  she  feel 
delight.  All  that  she  recognised,  or  desired  to  recog- 
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nise,  were  those  evidences  of  that  kind  of  intellect 
which  wins  its  way  through  the  world,  and  which, 
strong  and  unmistakahle,  rose  up  in  every  page  of  that 
vigorous  logic  and  commanding  style.  The  book  was 
soon  dropped  thus  read :  the  newspaper  extracts  pleased 
even  more. 

"  This,"  she  said,  audibly,  in  the  freedom  of  her  soli- 
tude— "  this  is  the  son  I  asked  for — a  son  in  whom  I 
can  rise — in  whom  I  can  exchange  the  sense  of  crush- 
ing infamy  for  the  old  delicious  ecstasy  of  pride  !  For 
this  son  can  I  do  too  much  ?  No  ;  in  what  I  may  do 
for  him,  methinks  there  will  be  no  remorse  !  And  he 
calls  his  success  mine — mine  ! "  Her  nostrils  dilated, 
and  her  front  rose  erect. 

In  the  midst  of  this  exultation  Varney  found  her, 
and  before  he  could  communicate  the  business  which 
had  brought  him,  he  had  to  listen,  which  he  did  with 
the  secret  gnawing  envy  that  every  other  man's  success 
occasioned  him,  to  her  haughty  self-felicitations. 

He  could  not  resist  saying,  with  a  sneer,  when  she 
paused  as  if  to  ask  his  sympathy, — 

"All  this  is  very  fine,  belle  mhre;  and  yet  I  should 
hardly  have  thought  that  coarse-featured,  uncouth  limb 
of  the  law,  who  seldom  moves  without  upsetting  a 
chair — never  laughs  but  the  panes  rattle  in  the  window 
— I  should  hardly  have  thought  Mm  the  precise  person 
to  gratify  your  pride,  or  answer  the  family  ideal  of  a 
gentleman  and  a  St  John." 

"  Gabriel,"  said  Lucretia,  sternly,  "  you  have  a  biting 
tongue,  and  it  is  folly  in  me  to  resent  those  privileges 


LI7CRETIA.  131 

which,  our  fearful  connection  gives  you.  But — this 
raillery " 

"  Come,  come,  I  was  wrong — forgive  it ! "  interrupted 
Varney,  who,  dreading  nothing  else,  dreaded  much  the 
rebuke  of  his  grim  stepmother. 

"  It  is  forgiven,"  said  Lucretia,  coldly,  and  with  a 
slight  wave  of  her  hand ;  then  she  added,  with  com- 
posure : — 

"Long  since — even  while  heiress  of  Laughton — I 
parted  with  mere  pride  in  the  hollow  seemings  of  dis- 
tinction. Had  I  not,  should  I  have  stooped  to  "William 
Mainwaring  1  What  I  then  respected,  amidst  all  the 
degradations  I  have  known,  I  respect  still;  talent, 
ambition,  intellect,  and  will.  Do  you  think  I  would 
exchange  these  in  a  son  of  mine  for  the  mere  graces 
which  a  dancing-master  can  sell  him  1  Fear  not.  Let 
us  give  but  wealth  to  that  intellect,  and  the  world  will 
see  no  clumsiness  in  the  movements  that  march  to  its 
high  places,  and  hear  no  discord  in  the  laugh  that 
triumphs  over  fools  !  But  you  have  some  news  to 
communicate,  or  some  proposal  to  suggest." 

"  I  have  both,"  said  Yarney.  "  In  the  first  place, 
I  have  a  letter  from  Grabman  ! " 

Lucretia's  eyes  sparkled,  and  she  snatched  eagerly  at 
the  letter  her  son-in-law  drew  forth. 

"  LIVERPOOL,  October  1831. 

"JASON, — I  think  I  am  on  the  road  to  success. 
Having  first  possessed  myself  of  the  fact,  commemo- 
rated in  the  parish  register,  of  the  birth  and  baptism  of 
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Alfred  BraddeU's  son — for  we  must  proceed  regularly 
in  these  matters — I  next  set  my  wits  to  work  to  trace 
that  son's  exodus  from  the  paternal  mansion.  I  have 
hunted  up  an  old  woman-servant,  Jane  Prior,  who 
lived  with  the  Braddells.  She  now  thrives  as  a  laun- 
dress ;  she  is  a  rank  Puritan,  and  starches  for  the  godly. 
She  was  at  first  very  wary  and  reserved  in  her  com- 
munications, but  by  siding  with  her  prejudices  and 
humours,  and  by  the  intercession  of  the  Eev.  Mr  Graves 
(of  her  own  persuasion),  I  have  got  her  to  open  her  lips. 
It  seems  that  these  Braddells  lived  very  unhappily — 
the  husband,  a  pious  dissenter,  had  married  a  lady  who 
turned  out  of  a  very  different  practice  and  belief.  Jane 
Prior  pitied  her  master,  and  detested  her  mistress. 
Some  circumstances  in  the  conduct  of  Mrs  Braddell 
made  the  husband,  who  was  then  in  his  last  illness, 
resolve,  from  a  point  of  conscience,  to  save  his  child 
from  what  he  deemed  the  contamination  of  her  pre- 
cepts and  example.  Mrs  Braddell  was  absent  from 
Liverpool,  on  a  visit,  which  was  thought  very  unfeeling 
by  the  husband's  friends ;  during  this  time  Braddell 
was  visited  constantly  by  a  gentleman  (Mr  Ardworth), 
who  differed  from  him  greatly  in  some  things,  and 
seemed  one  of  the  carnal,  but  with  whom  agreement 
in  politics  (for  they  were  both  great  politicians  and 
republicans)  seems  to  have  established  a  link.  One 
evening,  when  Mr  Ardworth  was  in  the  house,  Jane 
Prior,  who  was  the  only  maid-servant  (for  they  kept 
but  two,  and  one  had  been  just  discharged),  had  been 
sent  out  to  the  apothecary's.  On  her  return,  Jane 
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Prior,  going  into  the  nursery,  missed  the  infant.  She 
thought  it  was  with  her  master ;  hut  coming  into  his 
room,  Mr  Braddell  told  her  to  shut  the  door,  informed 
her  that  he  had  intrusted  the  boy  to  Mr  Ardworth,  to 
he  brought  up  in  a  righteous  and  pious  manner,  and 
implored  and  commanded  her  to  keep  this  a  secret 
from  Ms  wife,  whom  he  was  resolved,  indeed,  if  he 
lived,  not  to  receive  back  into  his  house.  Braddell, 
however,  did  not  survive  more  than  two  days  this 
event.  On  his  death  Mrs  Braddell  returned ;  but 
circumstances  connected  with  the  symptoms  of  his 
malady,  and  a  strong  impression  which  haunted  him- 
self, and  with  which  he  had  infected  Jane  Prior,  that 
he  had  been  poisoned,  led  to  a  posthumous  examination 
of  his  remains.  No  trace  of  poison  was,  however,  dis- 
covered, and  suspicions  that  had  been  directed  against 
his  wife  could  not  be  substantiated  by  law ;  still,  she 
was  regarded  in  so  unfavourable  a  light  by  all  who  had 
known  them  both,  she  met  with  such  little  kindness 
or  sympathy  in  her  widowhood,  and  had  been  so  openly 
denounced  by  Jane  Prior,  that  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  she  left  the  place  as  soon  as  possible.  The 
house,  indeed,  was  taken  from  her,  for  Braddell's  affairs 
were  found  in  such  confusion,  and  his  embarrassments 
so  great,  that  everything  was  seized  and  sold  off — 
nothing  left  for  the  widow  nor  for  the  child  (if  the  last 
were  ever  discovered). 

"  As  may  be  supposed,  Mrs  Braddell  was  at  first  very 
clamorous  for  the  lost  child ;  but  Jane  Prior  kept  her 
promise,  and  withheld  all  clue  to  it.  And  Mrs  Brad- 
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dell  was  forced  to  quit  the  place,  in  ignorance  of  what 
had  become  of  it ;  since  then  no  one  had  heard  of  her ; 
but  Jane  Prior  says  that  she  is  sure  '  she  had  come  to 
no  good.'  Now,  though  much  of  this  may  be,  no 
doubt,  familiar  to  you,  dear  Jason,  it  is  right,  when  I 
put  the  evidence  before  you,  that  you  should  know 
and  guard  against  what  to  expect ;  and  in  any  trial  at 
law  to  prove  the  identity  of  Vincent  Braddell,  Jane 
Prior  must  be  a  principal  witness,  and  will  certainly 
not  spare  poor  Mrs  Braddell.  For  the  main  point, 
however — viz.,  the  suspicion  of  poisoning  her  husband 
— the  inquest  and  verdict  may  set  aside  all  alarm. 

"  My  next  researches  have  been  directed  on  the 
track  of  Walter  Ardworth  after  leaving  Liverpool, 
which  (I  find  by  the  books  at  the  inn  where  he  lodged 
and  was  known)  he  did  in  debt  to  the  innkeeper,  the 
very  night  he  received  the  charge  of  the  child.  Here, 
as  yet,  I  am  in  fault ;  but  I  have  ascertained  that  a 
woman,  one  of  the  sect,  of  the  name  of  Joplin,  living 
in  a  village  fifteen  miles  from  the  town,  had  the  care 
of  some  infant,  to  replace  her  own,  which  she  had  lost. 
I  am  going  to  this  village  to-morrow.  But  I  cannot 
expect  much  in  that  quarter,  since  it  would  seem  at 
variance  with  your  more  probable  belief  that  Walter 
Ardworth  took  the  child  at  once  to  Mr  Fielden's. 
However,  you  see  I  have  already  gone  very  far  in  the 
evidence — the  birth  of  the  child — the  delivery  of  the 
child  to  Ardworth.  I  see  a  very  pretty  case  already 
before  us,  and  I  do  not  now  doubt  for  a  moment  of 
ultimate  success. — Yours,  N.  GRABMAN." 
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Lucretia  read  steadily,  and  with  no  change  of  counte- 
nance, to  the  last  line  of  the  letter.  Then,  as  she  put 
it  down  on  the  table  before  her,  she  repeated,  with  a  tone 
of  deep  exultation — "No  doubt  of  ultimate  success!" 

"  You  do  not  fear  to  brave  all  which  the  spite  of 
this  woman,  Jane  Prior,  may  prompt  her  to  say  against 
you  1 "  asked  Varney. 

Lucre tia's  brow  fell  "  It  is  another  torture,"  she 
said,  "even  to  own  niy  marriage  with  a  low-born  hypo- 
crite. But  I  can  endure  it  for  the  cause,"  she  added, 
more  haughtily.  "  Nothing  can  really  hurt  me  in 
these  obsolete  aspersions,  and  this  vague  scandaL  The 
inquest  acquitted  me,  and  the  world  will  be  charitable 
to  the  mother  of  him  who  has  wealth  and  rank,  and 
that  vigorous  genius  which,  if  proved  in  obscurity, 
shall  command  opinion  in  renown." 

"  You  are  now,  then,  disposed  at  once  to  proceed  to 
action.  For  Helen  all  is  prepared  —  the  insurances 
settled  —  the  trust  for  which  I  hold  them  on  your 
behalf  is  signed  and  completed.  But  for  Percival  St 
John  I  await  your  directions.  "Will  it  be  best  first  to 
prove  your  son's  identity,  or,  when  morally  satisfied 
that  that  proof  is  forthcoming,  to  remove  betimes  both 
the  barriers  to  his  inheritance  ?  If  we  tarry  for  the 
last,  the  removal  of  St  John  becomes  more  suspicious 
than  it  does  at  a  time  when  you  have  no  visible  interest 
in  his  death.  Besides,  now  we  have  the  occasion,  or 
can  make  it — can  we  tell  how  long  it  will  last  1  Again, 
it  will  seem  more  natural  that  the  lover  should  break 
his  heart  in  the  first  shock  of " 
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"  Ay,"  interrupted  Lucretia,  "  I  would  have  all 
thought  and  contemplation  of  crime  at  an  end  ;  when, 
clasping  my  boy  to  my  heart,  I  can  say, '  Your  mother's 
inheritance  is  yours.'  I  would  not  have  a  murder  he- 
fore  my  eyes,  when  they  should  look  only  on  the  fair 
prospects  beyond.  I  would  cast  back  all  the  hideous 
images  of  horror  into  the  rear  of  memory,  so  that  hope 
may  for  once  visit  me  again  undisturbed.  No,  Gabriel ; 
were  I  to  speak  for  ever,  you  would  comprehend  not 
what  I  grasp  at  in  a  son  !  It  is  at  a  future  !  Rolling  a 
stone  over  the  sepulchre  of  the  past — it  is  as  a  resur- 
rection into  a  fresh  world, — it  is  to  know  again  one 
emotion  not  impure — one  scheme  not  criminal  It  is, 
in  a  word,  to  cease  to  be  as  myself,  to  think  in  another 
soul,  to  hear  my  heart  beat  in  another  form.  All  this 
I  covet  in  a  son.  And  when  all  this  should  smile  be- 
fore me  in  his  image,  shall  I  be  plucked  back  again 
into  my  hell  by  the  consciousness  that  a  new  crime  is 
to  be  done  ?  No  ;  wade  quickly  through  the  passage 
of  blood,  that  we  may  dry  our  garments  and  breathe 
the  air  upon  the  bank  where  sun  shines  and  flowers 
bloom ! " 

"  So  be  it,  then ! "  said  Yarney.  "  Before  the  week 
is  out,  I  must  be  under  the  same  roof  as  St  John. 
Before  the  week  is  out,  why  not  all  meet  in  the  old 
halls  of  Laughton  ? " 

"  Ay,  in  the  halls  of  Laughton  !  on  the  hearth  of 
our  ancestors  the  deeds  done  for  our  descendants  look 
less  dark ! " 
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"  And,  first,  to  prepare  the  way,  Helen  should  sicken 
in  these  fogs  of  London,  and  want  change  of  air." 

"  Place  before  me  that  desk.  I  will  read  William 
Main  waring' s  letters  again  and  again,  till  from,  every 
shadow  in  the  past  a  voice  comes  forth,  '  The  child  of 
your  rival,  your  betrayer,  your  undoer,  stands  between 
the  daylight  and  your  son  !  " 


CHAPTER   XV. 

Varieties. 

LEAVING  the  guilty  pair  to  concert  their  schemes  and 
indulge  their  atrocious  hopes,  we  accompany  Percival 
to  the  hovel  occupied  by  Becky  Carruthers. 

On  following  Beck  into  the  room  she  rented,  Per- 
cival was  greatly  surprised  to  find,  seated  comfortably 
on  the  only  chair  to  be  seen,  no  less  a  person  than  the 
worthy  Mrs  Mivers.  This  good  lady,  in  her  spinster 
days,  had  earned  her  own  bread  by  hard  work.  She 
had  captivated  Mr  Mivers  when  but  a  simple  house- 
maid in  the  service  of  one  of  his  relations.  And  while 
this  humble  condition  in  her  earlier  life  may  account 
for  much  in  her  language  and  manners  which  is  now- 
adays inconsonant  with  the  breeding  and  education 
that  characterise  the  wives  of  opulent  tradesmen,  so 
perhaps  the  remembrance  of  it  made  her  unusually 
susceptible  to  the  duties  of  charity.  For  there  is  no 
class  of  society  more  prone  to  pity  and  relieve  the  poor 
than  females  in  domestic  service ;  and  this  virtue  Mrs 
Mivers  had  not  laid  aside,  as  many  do,  so  soon  as  she 
was  in  a  condition  to  practise  it  with  effect.  Mrs 
Mivers  blushed  scarlet  on  being  detected  in  her  visit 
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of  kindness,  and  hastened  to  excuse  herself  by  the  in- 
formation that  she  belonged  to  a  society  of  ladies  for 
"the  Bettering  the  Condition  of  the  Poor,"  and  that 
having  just  been  informed  of  Mrs  Becky's  destitute 
state,  she  had  looked  in  to  recommend  her — a  ven- 
tilator ! 

"It's  quite  shocking  to  see  how  little  the  poor 
attends  to  the  proper  ventilating  their  houses.  No 
wonder  there's  so  much  typus  about  ! "  said  Mrs 
Mivers.  "  And  for  one-and-sixpence  we  can  introduce 
a  stream  of  hair  that  goes  up  the  chimbly,  and  carries 
away  all  that  it  finds  ! " 

"  I  Jumbly  thank  you,  inarm,"  said  the  poor  bundle 
of  rags  that  went  by  the  name  of  "Becky,"  as  with 
some  difficulty  she  contrived  to  stand  in  the  presence 
of  the  benevolent  visitor ;  "  but  I'm  much  afeard  that 
the  hair  will  make  the  rheumatiz  werry  runipatious  ! " 

"On  the  contrary — on  the  contrary,"  said  Mrs  Mi- 
vers, triumphantly ;  and  she  proceeded  philosophically 
to  explain  that  all  the  fevers,  aches,  pains,  and  physical 
ills  that  harass  the  poor  arise  from  the  want  of  an 
air-trap  in  the  chimney,  and  a  perforated  network  in 
the  window-pane.  Becky  listened  patiently ;  for  Mrs 
Mivers  was  only  a  philosopher  in  her  talk,  and  she 
had  proved  herself  anything  but  a  philosopher  in  her 
actions,  by  the  spontaneous  present  of  five  shillings, 
and  the  promise  of  a  basket  of  victuals,  and  some  good 
wine,  to  keep  the  cold  wind  she  invited  to  the  apart- 
ment out  of  the  stomach. 

Percival  imitated  the  silence  of  Becky,  whose  spirit 


140  LUCKETIA. 

was  so  bowed  down  by  an  existence  of  drudgery,  that 
not  even  the  sight  of  her  foster-son  could  draw  her 
attention  from  the  respect  due  to  a  superior. 

"And  is  this  poor  cranky-looking  cretur  your  son, 
Mrs  Becky?"  said  the  visitor,  struck  at  last  by  the 
appearance  of  the  ex-Sweeper,  as  he  stood  at  the 
threshold,  hat  in  hand. 

"  No,  indeed,  marm,"  answered  Becky ;  "  I  often 
says — says  I — '  child,  you  be  the  son  of  Sint  Poll's.' " 

Beck  smiled  proudly. 

"  It  was  agin  the  grit  church,  marm — but  it's  a  long 
story.  My  poor  good  man  had  not  a  long  been  dead 
— as  good  a  man  as  hever  lived,  marm,"  and  Becky 
dropped  a  curtsy ;  "  he  fell  off  a  scafFol,  and  pitched 
right  on  his  'ead — or  I  should  not  have  come  on  the 
parish,  marm — and  that's  the  truth  on't ! " 

"  Very  well,  I  shall  call  and  hear  all  about  it — a  sad 
case,  I  daresay.  You  see,  your  husband  should  have 
subscribed  to  our  Loan  Society,  and  then  they'd  have 
found  him  a  'andsome  coffin,  and  given  three  pounds 
to  his  widder.  But  the  poor  are  so  benighted  in  these 
parts.  I'm  sure,  sir,  I  can't  guess  what  brought  you 
here  ? — but  that's  no  business  of  mine.  And  how  are 
all  at  Old  Brompton  ? " — here  Mrs  Mivers  bridled  in- 
dignantly. "  There  was  a  time  when  Miss  Mainwaring 
was  very  glad  to  come  and  chat  with  Mr  M.  and  my- 
self ;  but  now  '  rum  has  riz,'  as  the  saying  is — not  but 
what  I  daresay  it's  not  her  fault,  poor  thing ! — that 
stiff  aunt  of  hers — she  need  not  look  so  high — pride 
and  poverty,  forsooth  ! " 
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While  delivering  these  conciliatory  sentences,  Mrs 
Mivers  had  gathered  up  her'  gown,  and  was  evidently 
in  the  bustle  of  departure.  As  she  now  nodded  to 
Becky,  Percival  stepped  up,  and,  with  his  irresistible 
smile,  offered  her  his  arm.  Much  surprised  and  much 
flattered,  Mrs  Mivers  accepted  it.  As  she  did  so,  he 
gently  detained  her,  while  he  said  to  Becky  : — 

"  My  good  friend,  I  have  brought  you  the  poor  lad 
to  whom  you  have  been  a  mother,  to  tell  you  that 
good  deeds  find  their  reward  sooner  or  later.  As  for 
him,  make  yourself  easy ;  he  will  inform  you  of  the 
new  step  he  has  taken;  and  for  you,  good,  kind- 
hearted  creature,  thank  the  boy  you  brought  up  if 
your  old  age  shall  be  made  easy  and  cheerful.  Now, 
Beck,  silly  lad,  go  and  tell  all  to  your  nurse !  Take 
care  of  this  step,  Mrs  Mivers." 

As  soon  as  he  was  in  the  street,  Percival,  who,  if 
amused  at  the  ventilator,  had  seen  the  five  shillings 
gleam  on  Becky's  palm,  and  felt  that  he  had  found 
under  the  puce-coloured  gown  a  good  woman's  heart  to 
understand  him,  gave  Mrs  Mivers  a  short  sketch  of 
poor  Beck's  history  and  misfortunes,  and  so  contrived 
to  interest  her  in  behalf  of  the  nurse,  that  she  willing- 
ly promised  to  become  Percival's  almoner,  to  execute 
his  commission,  to  improve  the  interior  of  Becky's 
abode,  and  distribute  weekly  the  liberal  stipend  he 
proposed  to  settle  on  the  old  widow.  They  had  grown, 
indeed,  quite  friendly  and  intimate  by  the  time  he 
reached  the  smart,  plate-glazed,  mahogany-coloured 
facade,  within  which  the  flourishing  business  of  Mr 
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Mivers  was  carried  on ;  and  when,  knocking  at  the 
private  door,  promptly  opened  by  a  lemon-coloured 
page,  she  invited  him  up-stairs,  it  so  chanced  that  the 
conversation  had  slid  off  to  Helen,  and  Percival  was 
sufficiently  interested  to  bow  assent,  and  to  enter. 

Though  all  the  way  up  the  stairs  Mrs  Mivers,  turn- 
ing back  at  every  other  step,  did  her  best  to  impress 
upon  her  young  visitor's  mind  the  important  fact  that 
they  kept  their  household  establishment  at  their 
"  wilier,"  and  that  their  apartments  in  Fleet  Street  were 
only  a  "  conwenience,"  the  store  set  by  the  worthy 
housewife  upon  her  goods  and  chattels  was  sufficiently 
visible  in  the  drugget  that  threaded  its  narrow  way  up 
the  gay  Brussels  stair-carpet,  and  in  certain  layers  of 
paper,  which  protected  from  the  profanation  of  imme- 
diate touch  the  mahogany  hand-rail.  And  nothing 
could  exceed  the  fostering  care  exhibited  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, when  the  door  thrown  open  admitted  a  view 
of  its  damask  moreen  curtains,  pinned  back  from  such 
impertinent  sunbeams  as  could  force  their  way  through 
the  foggy  air  of  the  east  into  the  windows,  and  the 
ells  of  yellow  muslin  that  guarded  the  frames,  at  least, 
of  a  collection  of  coloured  prints,  and  two  kit-kat  por- 
traitures of  Mr  Mivers  and  his  lady,  from  the  peram- 
bulations of  the  flies. 

But  Percival's  view  of  this  interior  was  somewhat 
impeded  by  his  portly  guide,  who,  uttering  a  little  ex- 
clamation of  surprise,  stood  motionless  on  the  thresh- 
old, as  she  perceived  Mr  Mivers  seated  by  the  hearth 
in  close  conference  with  a  gentleman  whom  she  had 
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never  seen  before.  At  that  hour  it  was  so  rare  an 
event  in  the  life  of  Mr  Mivers  to  be  found  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  that  he  should  have  an  acquaintance 
unknown  to  his  helpmate  was  a  circumstance  so  much 
rarer  still,  that  Mrs  Mivers  may  well  be  forgiven  for 
keeping  St  John  standing  at  the  door  till  she  had 
recovered  her  amaze. 

Meanwhile,  Mr  Mivers  rose  in  some  confusion,  and 
was  apparently  about  to  introduce  his  guest,  when  that 
gentleman  coughed  and  pinched  the  host's  arm  signifi- 
cantly. Mr  Mivers  coughed  also,  and  stammered  out 
— "  A  gentleman,  Mrs  M. — a  friend  j — stay  with  us  a 
day  or  two.  Much  honoured — hum  !  " 

Mrs  Mivers  stared  and  curtsied,  and  stared  again. 
But  there  was  an  open,  good-humoured  smile  in  the 
face  of  the  visitor,  as  he  advanced  and  took  her  hand, 
that  attracted  a  heart  very  easily  conciliated.  Seeing 
that  that  was  no  moment  for  further  explanation,  she 
plumped  herself  into  a  seat,  and  said — 

"  But  bless  us  and  save  us,  I  am  keeping  you  stand- 
ing, Mr  St  John  ! " 

"  St  John  !  "  repeated  the  visitor,  with  a  vehemence 
that  startled  Mrs  Mivers. 

"  Your  name  is  St  John,  sir — related  to  the  St  Johns 
of  Laughton ! " 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  answered  Percival,  with  his  shy,  arch 
smile  :  "  Laughton  at  present  has  no  worthier  owner 
than  myself." 

The  gentleman  made  two  strides  to  Percival,  and 
shook  him  heartily  by  the  hand. 
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"This  is  pleasant,  indeed! "he  exclaimed.  "You 
must  excuse  my  freedom ;  but  I  knew  well  poor  old 
Sir  Miles,  and  my  heart  warms  at  the  sight  of  his 
representative." 

Percival  glanced  at  his  new  acquaintance,  and  on 
the  whole  was  prepossessed  in  his  favour.  He  seemed 
somewhere  on  the  sunnier  side  of  fifty,  with  that  su- 
perb yellow  bronze  of  complexion  which  betokens  long 
residence  under  eastern  skies.  Deep  wrinkles  near 
the  eyes,  and  a  dark  circle  round  them,  spoke  of  cares 
and  fatigue,  and  perhaps  dissipation.  But  he  had  evi- 
dently a  vigour  of  constitution  that  had  borne  him 
passably  through  all ;  his  frame  was  wiry  and  nervous ; 
his  eye  bright  and  full  of  life  ;  and  there  was  that 
abrupt,  unsteady,  mercurial  restlessness  in  his  move- 
ments and  manner,  which  usually  accompanies  the  man 
whose  sanguine  temperament  prompts  him  to  concede 
to  the  impulse,  and  who  is  blessed  or  cursed  with  a 
superabundance  of  energy,  according  as  circumstance 
may  favour  or  judgment  correct  that  equivocal  gift  of 
constitution. 

Percival  said  something  appropriate  in  reply  to  so 
much  cordiality  paid  to  the  account  of  the  Sir  Miles 
whom  he  had  never  seen,  and  seated  himself,  colour- 
ing slightly  under  the  influence  of  the  fixed,  pleased, 
and  earnest  look  still  bent  upon  him. 

Searching  for  something  else  to  say,  Percival  asked 
Mrs  Mivers  if  she  had  lately  seen  John  Ardworth. 

The  guest,  who  had  just  reseated  himself,  turned  his 
chair  round  at  that  question  with  such  vivacity,  that 
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Mrs  Mivers  heard  it  crack.  Her  chairs  were  not  meant 
for  such  usage.  A  shade  fell  over  her  rosy  counte- 
nance as  she  replied — 

"No,  indeed  (please,  sir,  them  chairs  is  brittle  !) 
No — he  is  like  Madam  at  Brompton,  and  seldom  con- 
descends to  favour  us  now.  It  was  but  last  Sunday 
we  asked  him  to  dinner.  I  am  sure  he  need  not  turn 
up  his  nose  at  our  roast-beef  and  pudding  ! " 

Here  Mr  Mivers  was  taken  with  a  violent  fit  of 
coughing,  which  drew  off  his  wife's  attention.  She  was 
afraid  he  had  taken  cold. 

The  stranger  took  out  a  large  snuff-box,  inhaled  a 
long  pinch  of  snuff,  and  said  to  St  John — 

"  This  Mr  John  Ardworth,  a  pert  enough  Jackanapes, 
I  suppose — a  limb  of  the  law,  eh  1 " 

"  Sir,"  said  Percival,  gravely,  "  John  Ardworth  is  my 
particular  friend.  It  is  clear  that  you  know  very  little 
of  him." 

"That's  true,"  said  the  stranger — "'pon  my  life 
that's  very  true.  But  I  suppose  he's  like  all  lawyers — 
cunning  and  tricky,  conceited  and  supercilious,  full  of 
prejudice  and  cant,  and  a  red-hot  Tory  into  the  bargain. 
I  know  them,  sir — I  know  them  ! " 

"  Well,"  answered  St  John,  half  gaily,  half  angrily, 
"  your  general  experience  serves  you  very  little  here  ; 
for  Ardworth  is  exactly  the  opposite  of  all  you  have 
described." 

"Even  in  politics  1 " 

"  Why,  I  fear  he  is  half  a  Radical — certainly  more 
than  a  Whig,"  answered  St  John,  rather  mournfully ; 

VOL.  II.  K 
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for  his  own  theories  were  all  the  other  way,  notwith- 
standing his  unpatriotic  forgetfulness  of  them  in  his 
offer  to  assist  Ardworth's  entrance  into  parliament. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  cried  the  stranger,  again 
taking  snuff  "And  this  Madame  at  Bromptou — per- 
haps I  know  her  a  little  better  than  I  do  young  Mr 
Ard worth — Mrs  Brad — I  mean  Madame  Dalibard  !  " 
and  the  stranger  glanced  at  Mr  Mivers,  who  was  slowly 
recovering  from  some  vigorous  slaps  on  the  back,  ad- 
ministered to  him  by  his  wife  as  a  counter-irritant  to 
the  cough.  "  Is  it  true  that  she  has  lost  the  use  of 
her  limbs  1 " 

Percival  shook  his  head. 

"And  takes  care  of  poor  Helen  Mainwaring,  the 
orphan  ?  Well,  well !  that  looks  amiable  enough.  I 
must  see — I  must  see  ! " 

"Who  shall  I  say  inquired  after  her,  when  I  see 
Madame  Dalibard  ? "  asked  Percival,  with  some  curi- 
osity. 

"Who?  Oh,  Mr  Tomkins.  She  will  not  recollect 
him,  though," — and  the  stranger  laughed,  and  Mr 
Mivers  laughed  too ;  and  Mrs  Mivers,  who,  indeed, 
always  laughed  when  other  people  laughed,  laughed 
also.  So  Percival  thought  he  ought  to  laugh  for  the 
sake  of  good  company,  and  all  laughed  together  as  he 
arose  and  took  leave. 

He  had  not,  however,  got  far  from  the  house  on  his 
way  to  his  cabriolet,  which  he  had  left  by  Temple  Bar, 
when,  somewhat  to  his  surprise,  he  found  Mr  Tomkins 
at  his  elbow. 
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"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr  St  John,  but  I  nave  only 
just  returned  to  England,  and  on  such  occasions  a  man  is 
apt  to  seem  curious.  This  young  lawyer ;  you  see  the 
elder  Ardworth  (a  good-for-nothing  scamp  ! )  was  a  sort 
of  friend  of  mine — not  exactly  friend,  indeed,  for,  by 
Jove,  I  think  he  was  a  worse  friend  to  me  than  he  was 
to  anybody  else — still  I  had  a  foolish  interest  for  him, 
and  should  be  glad  to  hear  something  more  about  any 
one  bearing  his  name,  than  I  can  coax  out  of  that  droll 
little  linendraper.  You  are  really  intimate  with  young 
Ardworth,  eh  ? " 

"  Intimate  !  poor  fellow,  he  will  not  let  any  one 
be  that !  He  works  too  hard  to  be  social.  But  I 
love  him  sincerely;  and  I  admire  him  beyond  mea- 
sure." 

' '  The  dog  has  industry  then  1 — that' s  good.  And  does 
he  make  debts,  like  that  rascal  Ardworth  senior  ? " 

"  Really,  sir,  I  must  say,  this  tone  with  respect  to 
Mr  Ardworth's  father " 

"  What  the  devil,  sir !  Do  you  take  the  father's 
part  as  well  as  the  son's  ? " 

"  I  don't  know  anything  about  Mr  Ardworth,  senior," 
said  Percival,  pouting ;  "  but  I  do  know  that  my  friend 
would  not  allow  any  one  to  speak  ill  of  his  father  in 
his  presence  ;  and  I  beg  you,  sir,  to  consider  that  what- 
ever would  offend  him  must  offend  me." 

"  Gad's  my  life  !  He's  the  luckiest  young  rogue  to 
have  such  a  friend.  Sir,  I  wish  you  a  very  good 
day." 

Mr  Tomkins  took  off  his  hat,  bowed,  and,  passing 
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St  John  with,  a  rapid  step,  was  soon  lost  to  his  eye 
amongst  the  crowd  hurrying  westward. 

But  our  business  being  now  rather  with  him  than 
Percival,  we  leave  the  latter  to  mount  his  cabriolet, 
and  we  proceed  with  Mr  Mivers's  mercurial  guest  on 
his  eccentric  way  through  the  throng. 

There  was  an  odd  mixture  of  thoughtful  abstraction 
and  quick  observation  in  the  soliloquy  in  which  this 
gentleman  indulged,  as  he  walked  briskly  on. 

"  A  pretty  young  spark,  that  St  John  !  A  look  of 
his  father,  but  handsomer,  and  less  affected.  I  like 
him.  Fine  shop  that — very !  London  wonderfully 
improved.  A  hookah  in  that  window  ! — God  bless 
me  ! — a  real  hookah  !  This  is  all  very  good  news 
about  that  poor  boy — very.  After  all,  he  is  not  to 

blame  if  his  mother  was  such  a  damnable I  must 

contrive  to  see  and  judge  of  him  myself  as  soon  as 
possible.  Can't  trust  to  others — too  sharp  for  that ! 
What  an  ugly  dog  that  is,  looking  after  me !  It  is 
certainly  a  bailiff.  Hang  it! — what  do  I  care  for 
bailiffs  ?  Hem — hem  !  "  And  the  gentleman  thrust 
his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  laughed,  as  the  jingle 
of  coin  reached  his  ear  through  the  din  without. 
"  Well,  I  must  make  haste  to  decide  ;  for  really  there 
is  a  very  troublesome  piece  of  business  before  me. 
Plague  take  her ! — what  can  have  become  of  the 
woman?  I  shall  have  to  hunt  out  a  sharp  lawyer. 
But  John's  a  lawyer  himself.  No — attorneys,  I  sup- 
pose, are  the  men.  Gad !  they  were  sharp  enough 
when  they  had  to  hunt  me  !  What's  that  great  bill 
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on  the  wall  about  1 — '  Down  with  the  Lords.'  Pooh, 
pooh  !  Master  John  Bull,  you  love  Lords  a  great  deal 
too  much  for  that.  A  prettyish  girl  !  English  women 
are  very  good-looking,  certainly.  That  Lucretia — what 

shall  I  do  if Ah,  time  enough  to  think  of  her  when 

I  have  got  over  that  mighty  stiif  if!" 

In  such  cogitations  and  mental  remarks  our  traveller 
whiled  away  the  time,  till  he  found  himself  in  Picca- 
dilly. There,  a  publisher's  shop  (and  he  had  that  keen 
eye  for  shops  which  betrays  the  stranger  in  London), 
with  its  new  publications  exposed  at  the  window, 
attracted  his  notice.  Conspicuous  amongst  the  rest 
was  the  open  title-page  of  a  book,  at  the  foot  of 
which  was  placed  a  placard,  with  the  enticing  words 
— "  FOURTH  EDITION  :  JUST  OUT,"  in  red  capitals.  The 
title  of  the  work  struck  his  irritable,  curious  fancy ; 
he  walked  into  the  shop — asked  for  the  volume — and 
while  looking  over  the  contents,  with  muttered  ejacu- 
lations :  "  Good  ! — capital !  why,  this  reminds  one  of 
Home  Tooke  !  What's  the  price  ?  very  dear — must 
have  it  though — must.  Ha  !  ha  !  home-thrust  there ! " 
While  thus  turning  over  the  leaves,  and  rending 
them  asunder  with  his  forefinger,  regardless  of  the 
paper-cutter  extended  to  him  by  the  shopman,  a 
gentleman  pushing  by  him  asked  if  the  publisher  was 
at  home ;  and  as  the  shopman,  bowing  very  low, 
answered,  "  Yes,"  the  new-comer  darted  into  a  little 
recess  behind  the  shop.  Mr  Tomkins,  who  had  looked 
up  very  angrily  on  being  jostled  so  unceremoniously, 
started  and  changed  colour  when  he  saw  the  face  of 
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the  offender.  "  Saints  in  heaven  !  "  he  murmured 
almost  audibly  j  "  what  a  look  of  that  woman  !  and 
yet — no — it  is  gone  ! " 

"  Who  is  that  gentleman  ? "  he  asked,  abruptly,  as 
he  paid  for  his  book. 

The  shopman  smiled,  but  answered,  "  I  don't  know, 
sir." 

"  That's  a  lie  ! — you  would  never  bow  so  low  to  a 
man  you  did  not  know  ! " 

The  shopman  smiled  again.  "  Why,  sir,  there  are 
many  who  come  to  this  house  who  don't  wish  us  to 
know  them." 

"  Ah,  I  understand  !  you  are  political  publishers — 
afraid  of  libels,  I  daresay.  Always  the  same  thing 
in  this  cursed  country,  and  then  they  tell  us  we  are 
'  free  ! '  So  I  suppose  that  gentleman  has  written 
something  William  Pitt  does  not  like.  But,  William 
Pitt ! — ha — he's  dead  ! — very  true,  so  he  is !  Sir,  this 
little  book  seems  most  excellent ;  but,  in  my  time,  a 
man  would  have  been  sent  to  Newgate  for  printing  it." 

While  thus  running  on,  Mr  Tomkins  had  edged 
himself  pretty  close  to  the  recess  within  which  the 
last  comer  had  disappeared;  and  there,  seated  on  a 
high  stool,  he  contrived  to  read  and  to  talk  at  the 
same  time,  but  his  eye  and  his  ear  were  both  turned 
every  instant  towards  the  recess. 

The  shopman,  little  suspecting  that  in  so  very  eccen- 
tric, garrulous  a  person,  he  was  permitting  a  spy  to 
encroach  upon  the  secrets  of  the  house,  continued  to 
make  up  sundry  parcels  of  the  new  publication  which 
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had  so  enchanted  his  customer,  while  he  expatiated 
on  the  prodigious  sensation  the  book  had  created ;  and 
while  the  customer  himself  had  already  caught  enough 
of  the  low  conversation  within  the  recess  to  be  aware 
that  the  author  of  the  book  was  the  very  person  who 
had  so  roused  his  curiosity. 

Not  till  that  gentleman,  followed  to  the  door  by  the 
polite  publisher,  had  quitted  the  shop,  did  Mr  Tom- 
kins  put  his  volume  in  his  pocket,  and,  with  a  familiar 
nod  at  the  shopman,  take  himself  off. 

He  was  scarcely  in  the  street,  when  he  saw  Percival 
St  John  leaning  out  of  his  cabriolet,  and  conversing 
with  the  author  he  had  discovered.  He  halted  a  mo- 
ment irresolute,  but  the  young  man,  in  whom  our 
reader  recognises  John  Ardworth,  declining  St  John's 
invitation  to  accompany  him  to  Brompton,  resumed 
his  way  through  the  throng ;  the  cabriolet  drove  on  ; 
and  Mr  Tomkins,  though  with  a  graver  mien  and  a 
steadier  step  continued]  his  desultory  rambles.  Mean- 
while, John  Ardworth  strode  gloomily  back  to  his  lonely 
chamber. 

There,  throwing  himself  on  the  well-worn  chair 
before  the  crowded  desk,  he  buried  his  face  in  his 
hands,  and  for  some  minutes  he  felt  all  that  profound 
despondency  peculiar  to  those  who  have  won  fame,  to 
add  to  the  dark  volume  of  experience  the  conviction 
of  fame's  nothingness.  For  some  minutes  he  felt  an 
illiberal  and  ungrateful  envy  of  St  John — so  fair,  so 
light-hearted,  so  favoured  by  fortune,  so  rich  in  friends 
— in  a  mother's  love,  and  in  Helen's  half -plighted 
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troth.  And  he,  from  his  very  birth,  cut  off  from  the 
social  ties  of  blood — no  mother's  kiss  to  reward  the 
toils  or  gladden  the  sports  of  childhood — no  father's 
cheering  word  up  the  steep  hill  of  man  !  And  Helen, 
for  whose  sake  he  had  so  often,  when  his  heart  grew 
weary,  nerved  himself  again  to  labour,  saying — "  Let 
me  be  rich, 'let  me  be  great,  and  then  I  will  dare  to  tell 
Helen  that  I  love  her  ! " — Helen  smiling  upon  another, 
unconscious  of  his  pangs  !  What  could  fame  bestow 
in  compensation  1  What  matter  that  strangers  praised, 
and  the  babble  of  the  world's  running  stream  lingered 
its  brief  moment  round  the  pebble  in  its  way.  In  the 
bitterness  of  his  mood,  he  was  unjust  to  his  rival.  All 
that  exquisite  but  half-concealed  treasure  of  imagina- 
tion and  thought,  which  lay  beneath  the  surface  of 
Helen's  childlike  smile,  he  believed  that  he  alone — he, 
soul  of  power  and  son  of  genius — was  worthy  to  discover 
and  to  prize.  In  the  pride  not  unfrequent  with  that 
kingliest  of  all  aristocracies,  the  Chiefs  of  Intellect,  he 
forgot  the  grandeur  which  invests  the  attributes  of  the 
heart — forgot  that,  in  the  lists  of  love,  the  heart  is  at 
least  the  equal  of  the  mind.  In  the  reaction  that  fol- 
lows great  excitement,  Ardworth  had  morbidly  felt 
that  day  his  utter  solitude  —  felt  it  in  the  streets 
through  which  he  had  passed — in  the  home  to  which 
he  had  returned  :  the  burning  tears,  shed  for  the  first 
time  since  childhood,  forced  themselves  through  his 
clasped  fingers.  At  length  he  rose,  with  a  strong 
effort  at  self-mastery — some  contempt  of  his  weakness, 
and  much  remorse  at  his  ungrateful  envy.  He  gathered 
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together  the  soiled  manuscript  and  dingy  proofs  of  his 
book,  and  thrust  them  through  the  grimy  bars  of  his 
grate ;  then,  opening  his  desk,  he  drew  out  a  small 
packet  with  tremulous  fingers,  unfolding  paper  after 
paper,  and  gazed,  with  eyes  still  moistened,  on  the 
relics  kept  till  then,  in  the  devotion  of  the  only  senti- 
ment inspired  by  Eros,  that  had  ever,  perhaps,  softened 
his  iron  nature  :  these  were  two  notes  from  Helen — 
some  violets  she  had  once  given  him,  and  a  little  purse 
she  had  knitted  for  him  (with  a  playful  prophecy  of 
future  fortunes),  when  he  had  last  left  the  vicarage. 
Nor  blame  him,  ye  who,  with  more  habitual  romance 
of  temper  and  richer  fertility  of  imagination,  can  re- 
concile the  tenderest  memories  with  the  sternest  duties, 
if  he,  with  all  his  strength,  felt  that  the  associations 
connected  with  those  tokens  would  but  enervate  his 
resolves,  and  embitter  his  resignation.  You  can  guess 
not  the  extent  of  the  sacrifice,  the  bitterness  of  the 
pang,  when,  averting  his  head,  he  dropped  those  relics 
on  the  hearth.  The  evidence  of  the  desultory  ambi- 
tion, the  tokens  of  the  visionary  love — the  same  flame 
leapt  up  to  devour  both  !  It  was  as  the  funeral-pyre 
of  his  youth  ! 

"  So  ! "  he  said  to  himself,  "  let  all  that  can  divert 
me  from  the  true  ends  of  my  life — consume  !  Labour, 
take  back  your  son  ! " 

An  hour  afterwards,  and  his  clerk,  returning  home, 
found  Ardworth  employed  as  calmly  as  usual  on  his 
Law  Eeports. 


CHAPTEE  XVI. 

The  Invitation  to  Laughton. 

THAT  day,  when  he  called  at  Brompton,  Percival  re- 
ported to  Madame  Dalibard  his  interview  with  the 
eccentric  Mr  Tomkins.  Lucretia  seemed  chafed  and 
disconcerted  by  the  inquiries  with  which  that  gentle- 
man had  honoured  her,  and  as  soon  as  Percival  had 
gone,  she  sent  for  Varney.  He  did  not  come  till  late 
— she  repeated  to  him  what  St  John  had  said  of  the 
stranger.  Varney  participated  in  her  uneasy  alarm. 
The  name,  indeed,  was  unknown  to  them,  nor  could 
they  conjecture  the  bearer  of  so  ordinary  a  patronymic ; 
but  there  had  been  secrets  enow  in  Lucretia's  life  to 
render  her  apprehensive  of  encountering  those  who 
had  known  her  in  earlier  years  ;  and  Varney  feared  lest 
any  rumour  reported  to  St  John  might  create  his  mis- 
trust, or  lessen  the  hold  obtained  upon  a  victim  hereto- 
fore so  unsuspicious.  They  both  agreed  in  the  expe- 
diency of  withdrawing  themselves  and  St  John,  as  soon 
as  possible,  from  London,  and  frustrating  Percival's 
chance  of  closer  intercourse  with  the  stranger,  who 
had  evidently  aroused  his  curiosity. 

The  next  day  Helen  was  much  indisposed,  and  the 
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symptoms  grew  so  grave  towards  the  evening,  that 
Madame  Dalibard  expressed  alarm,  and  willingly  suf- 
fered Percival  (who  had  only  been  permitted  to  see 
Helen  for  a  few  minutes,  when  her  lassitude  was  so 
extreme  that  she  was  obliged  to  retire  to  her  room)  to 
go  in  search  of  a  physician  :  he  returned  with  one  of 
the  most  eminent  of  the  faculty.  On  the  way  to 
Brompton,  in  reply  to  the  questions  of  Dr ,  Per- 
cival spoke  of  the  dejection  to  which  Helen  was  occa- 
sionally subject,  and  this  circumstance  confirmed  Dr 

,  after  he  had  seen  his  patient,  in  his  view  of  the 

case.  In  addition  to  some  feverish  and  inflammatory 
symptoms,  which  he  trusted  his  prescriptions  would 
speedily  remove,  he  found  great  nervous  debility,  and 
willingly  fell  in  with  the  casual  suggestion  of  Yarney, 
who  was  present,  that  a  change  of  air  would  greatly 
improve  Miss  Mainwaring's  general  health,  as  soon  as 
the  temporary  acute  attack  had  subsided.  He  did  not 
regard  the  present  complaint  very  seriously,  and  re- 
assured poor  Percival  by  his  cheerful  mien  and  san- 
guine predictions.  Percival  remained  at  the  house  the 
whole  day,  and  had  the  satisfaction,  before  he  left,  of 
hearing  that  the  remedies  had  already  abated  the  fever, 
and  that  Helen  had  fallen  into  a  profound  sleep. 
"Walking  back  to  town  with  Varney,  the  last  said, 
hesitatingly — "  You  were  saying  to  me  the  other  day, 
that  you  feared  you  should  have  to  go  for  a  few  days 
both  to  Vernon  Grange  and  to  Laughton,  as  your 
steward  wished  to  point  out  to  you  some  extensive 
alterations  in  the  management  of  your  woods  to  com- 
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rnence  this  autumn.  As  you  were  so  soon  coming  of 
age,  Lady  Mary  desired  that  her  directions  should 
yield  to  your  own.  Now,  since  Helen  is  recommended 
change  of  air,  why  not  invite  Madame  Dalibard  to 
visit  you  at  one  of  these  places?  I  would  suggest 
Laughton.  My  poor  mother-in-law,  I  know,  longs 
to  revisit  the  scene  of  her  youth,  and  you  could  not 
compliment  or  conciliate  her  more  than  by  such  an 
invitation." 

"  Oh,"  said  Percival,  joyfully,  "it  would  realise  the 
fondest  dream  of  my  heart  to  see  Helen  under  the  old 
rooftree  of  Laughton  ;  but  as  my  mother  is  abroad,  and 
there  is  therefore  no  lady  to  receive  them,  perhaps " 

"  Why,"  interrupted  Varney,  "  Madame  Dalibard 
herself  is  almost  the  very  person  whom  les  bienseances 
might  induce  you  to  select  to  do  the  honours  of  your 
house  in  Lady  Mary's  absence ;  not  only  as  kinswoman 
to  yourself,  but  as  the  nearest  surviving  relative  of 
Sir  Miles — the  most  immediate  descendant  of  the  St 
Johns  ;  her  mature  years  and  decorum  of  life,  her  joint 
kindred  to  Helen  and  yourself,  surely  remove  every 
appearance  of  impropriety." 

"  If  she  thinks  so,  certainly — I  am  no  accurate  judge 
of  such  formalities.  You  could  not  oblige  me  more, 
Varney,  than  in  pre-obtaining  her  consent  to  the  pro- 
posal. Helen  at  Laughton  ! — Oh,  blissful  thought !  " 

"  And  in  what  air  would  she  be  so  likely  to  revive  1 " 
said  Varney,  biit  his  voice  was  thick  and  husky. 

The  ideas  thus  presented  to  him,  almost  banished  its 
anxiety  from  Percival's  breast.  In  a  thousand  delight- 
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ful  shapes  they  haunted  him  during  the  sleepless  night. 
And  when,  the  next  morning,  he  found  that  Helen 
was  surprisingly  better,  he  pressed  his  invitation  upon 
Madame  Dalibard  with  a  warmth  that  made  her  cheek 
yet  more  pale,  and  the  hand,  which  the  boy  grasped  as 
he  pleaded,  as  cold  as  the  dead.  But  she  briefly 
consented,  and  Percival,  allowed  a  brief  interview  with 
Helen,  had  the  rapture  to  see  her  smile  in  a  delight  as 
childlike  as  his  own  at  the  news  he  communicated,  and 
listen,  with  swimming  eyes,  when  he  dwelt  on  the 
walks  they  should  take  together,  amidst  haunts  to 
become  henceforth  dear  to  her  as  to  himself.  Fairy- 
land dawned  before  them. 

The  visit  of  the  physician  justified  Percival's  height- 
ened spirits.  All  the  acuter  symptoms  had  vanished 
already.  He  sanctioned  his  patient's  departure  from 
town  as  soon  as  Madame  Dalibard' s  convenience  would 
permit,  and  recommended  only  a  course  of  restorative 
medicines  to  strengthen  the  nervous  system,  which  was 
to  commence  with  the  following  morning,  and  be  per- 
sisted in  for  some  weeks.  He  dwelt  much  on  the  effect 
to  be  derived  from  taking  these  medicines,  the  first 
thing  in  the  day,  as  soon  as  Helen  woke.  Yarney  and 
Madame  Dalibard  exchanged  a  rapid  glance.  Charmed 
with  the  success  that  in  this  instance  had  attended  the 
skill  of  the  great  physician,  Percival,  in  his  usual  zeal- 
ous benevolence,  now  eagerly  pressed  upon  Madame 

Dalibard  the  wisdom  of  consulting  Dr for  her  own 

malady ;  and  the  doctor,  putting  on  his  spectacles,  and 
drawing  his  chair  nearer  to  the  frowning  cripple,  began 
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to  question  her  of  her  state ;  but  Madame  Dalibard 
abruptly  and  discourteously  put  a  stop  to  all  interro- 
gatories— she  had  already  exhausted  all  remedies  art 
could  suggest — she  had  become  reconciled  to  her  de- 
plorable infirmity,  and  lost  all  faith  in  physicians  : — 
some  day  or  other  she  might  try  the  baths  at  Egra,  but 
till  then  she  must  be  permitted  to  suffer  undisturbed. 

The  doctor,  by  no  means  wishing  to  undertake  a 
case  of  chronic  paralysis,  rose  smilingly,  and  with  a 
liberal  confession  that  the  German  baths  were  some- 
times extremely  efficacious  in  such  complaints,  pressed 
Percival's  outstretched  hand,  then  slipped  his  own  into 
his  pocket,  and  bowed  his  way  out  of  the  room. 

Relieved  from  all  apprehension,  Percival  very  good- 
hum  ouredly  received  the  hint  of  Madame  Dalibard, 
that  the  excitement  through  which  she  had  gone  for 
the  last  twenty -four  hours  rendered  her  unfit  for  his 
society,  and  went  home  to  write  to  Laughton,  and 
prepare  all  things  for  the  reception  of  his  guests. 
Varney  accompanied  him.  Percival  found  Beck  in  the 
hall,  already  much  altered,  and  embellished  by  a  new 
suit  of  livery.  The  ex-Sweeper  stared  hard  at  Varney, 
who,  without  recognising,  in  so  smart  a  shape,  the 
squalid  tatterdemalion  who  had  lighted  him  up  the 
stairs  to  Mr  Grabman's  apartments,  passed  him  by  into 
Percival's  little  study  on  the  ground-floor. 

"  Well,  Beck,"  said  Percival,  ever  mindful  of  others, 
and  attributing  his  groom's  astonished  gaze  at  Varney 
to  his  admiration  of  that  gentleman's  showy  exterior 
— "  I  shall  send  you  down  to  the  country  to-morrow 
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with  two  of  the  horses — so  you  may  have  to-day  to 
yourself,  to  take  leave  of  your  nurse.  I  flatter  myself 
you  will  find  her  rooms  a  little  more  comfortable  than 
they  were  yesterday." 

Beck  heard  with  a  bursting  heart ;  and  his  master, 
giving  him  a  cheering  tap  on  the  shoulder,  left  him  to 
find  his  way  into  the  streets,  and  to  Becky's  abode. 

He  found,  indeed,  that  the  last  had  already  under- 
gone the  magic  transformation  which  is  ever  at  the 
command  of  god-like  wealth.  Mrs  Mivers,  who  was 
naturally  prompt  and  active,  had  had  pleasure  in  exe- 
cuting Percival's  commission.  Early  in  the  morning, 
floors  had  been  scrubbed — the  windows  cleaned — the 
ventilator  fixed; — then  followed  porters  with  chairs 
and  tables,  and  a  wonderful  Dutch  clock,  and  new 
bedding,  and  a  bright  piece  of  carpet  j  and  then  came 
two  servants  belonging  to  Mrs  Mivers  to  arrange  the 
chattels ;  and  finally,  when  all  was  nearly  completed, 
the  Avatar  of  Mrs  Mivers  herself,  to  give  the  last 
finish  with  her  own  mittened  hands,  and  in  her  own 
housewifely  apron. 

The  good  lady  was  still  employed  in  ranging  a  set 
of  tea-cups  on  the  shelves  of  the  dresser  when  Beck 
entered ;  and  his  old  nurse,  in  the  overflow  of  her 
gratitude,  hobbled  up  to  her  foundling,  and  threw  her 
arms  round  his  neck. 

"  That's  right ! "  said  Mrs  Mivers,  good-humouredly, 
turning  round,  and  wiping  the  tear  from  her  eye. 
"  You  ought  to  make  much  of  him,  poor  lad ;  he  has 
turned  out  a  god-send,  indeed ;  and,  upon  my  word, 
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he  looks  very  respectable  in  his  new  clothes.  But 
what  is  this — a  child's  coral  ? "  as,  opening  a  drawer 
in  the  dresser,  she  discovered  Beck's  treasure.  "  Dear 
me,  it  is  a  very  handsome  one — why,  these  bells  look 
like  gold  ! " — and  suspicion  of  her  protege's  honesty  for 
a  moment  contracted  her  thoughtful  brow — "  how  ever 
on  earth  did  you  come  by  this,  Mrs  Becky  ? " 

"Sure  and  sartin,"  answered  Becky,  dropping  her 
mutilated  curtsy,  "  I  be's  glad  it  be  found  now,  instead 
of  some  days  afore,  or  I  might  have  been  vicked  enough 
to  let  it  go  vith  the  rest  to  the  pop-shop  ;  and  I'm  sure 
the  time's  out  of  mind,  ven  that  'ere  boy  was  a  hurchin, 
that  I've  risted  the  timtashung,  and  said,  '  No,  Becky 
Carruthers,  that  maun't  go  to  my  huncle's  ! ' '; 

"  And  why  not,  my  good  woman  1 " 

"Lor'  love  you,  marm,  if  that  curril  could  speak, 
who  knows  vot  it  might  say — eh,  lad,  who  knows? 
You  sees,  marm,  my  good  man  had  not  a  long  been 
dead — I  could  not  a  get  no  vork,  no  vays — 'Becky 
Carruthers,'  says  I,  '  you  must  go  out  in  the  streets 
a-begging  ! '  I  niver  thought  I  should  a-come  to  that. 
But  my  poor  husband,  you  sees,  marm,  fell  from  a 
scaffol, — as  good  a  man  as  never " 

"Yes,  yes,  you  told  me  all  that  before,"  said  Mrs 
Mivers,  growing  impatient,  and  already  diverted  from 
her  interest  in  the  coral  by  a  new  cargo,  all  bright  from 
the  tinman,  which,  indeed,  no  less  instantaneously  ab- 
sorbed the  admiration  both  of  Beck  and  his  nurse. 
And  what  with  the  inspection  of  these  articles,  and 
the  comments  each  provoked,  the  coral  rested  in  peace 
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on  the  dresser,  till  Mrs  Mivers,  when  just  about  to 
renew  her  inquiries,  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  the 
Dutch  clock  striking  four,  a  voice  which  reminded  her 
of  the  lapse  of  time  and  her  own  dinner-hour.  So, 
with  many  promises  to  call  again,  and  have  a  good  chat 
with  her  humble  friend,  she  took  her  departure,  amidst 
the  blessings  of  Becky,  and  the  less  noisy,  but  not  less 
grateful  salutations  of  Beck. 

Very  happy  was  the  evening  these  poor  creatures 
passed  together  over  their  first  cup  of  tea  from  the  new 
bright  copper  kettle,  and  the  almost-forgotten  luxury 
of  crumpets,  in  which  their  altered  circumstances  per- 
mitted them,  without  extravagance,  to  indulge.  In  the 
course  of  conversation,  Beck  communicated  how  much 
he  had  been  astonished  by  recognising  the  visitor  of 
Grabman,  the  provoker  of  the  irritable  grave-stealer,  in 
the  familiar  companion  of  his  master ;  and  when  Becky 
told  him  how  often,  in  the  domestic  experience  her 
avocation  of  charing  had  accumulated,  she  had  heard  of 
the  ruin  brought  on  rich  young  men  by  gamblers  and 
sharpers,  Beck  promised  to  himself  to  keep  a  sharp 
eye  on  Grabman's  showy  acquaintance.  "  For  master 
is  but  a  babe  like,"  said  he,  majestically ;  "  and  I'd  be 
cut  into  mincemeat  afore  I'd  let  an  'air  on  his  'ead  come 
to  'arm,  if  so  be's  has  'ow  I  could  perwent  it." 

We  need  not  say  that  his  nurse  confirmed  him  in 
these  good  resolutions. 

"  And  now,"  said  Beck,  when  the  time  came  for  part- 
ing, "you'll  keep  from  the  gin-shop,  old  'oman,  and  not 
shame  the  young  master  ? " 

VOL.  II.  L 
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"  Sartin  sure,"  answered  Becky  ;  "  it  is  only  ven  vun 
is  down  in  the  vorld  that  vun  goes  to  the  licker-shop. 
Now,  hindeed" — and  she  looked  round  very  proudly — 
"  I  'as  a  'spectable  stashion,  and  I  vouldn't  go  for  to 
lower  it,  and  let  'em  say  that  Becky  Carruthers  does 
not  know  how  to  conduct  herself.  The  curril  will  be 
safe  enuff  now — but  p'raps  you  had  best  take  it  your- 
self, lad." 

"  Vot  should  I  do  vith  it  ?  I've  had  enuff  of  the 
'sponsibility.  Put  it  up  in  a  'ankerchiff,  and  p'raps 
ven  master  gets  married,  and  'as  a  babby  vots  teethin', 
he  vil  say,  '  Thank  ye,  Beck,  for  your  curriL'  Vould 
not  that  make  us  proud,  mammy  ? " 

Chuckling  heartily  at  that  vision,  Beck  kissed  his 
nurse,  and,  trying  hard  to  keep  himself  upright,  and  do 
credit  to  the  dignity  of  his  cloth,  returned  to  his  new 
room  over  the  stables. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  Waking  of  the  Serpent. 

AND  how,  0  Poet  of  the  sad  belief,  and  eloquence, 
"like  ebony,  at  once  dark  and  splendid,"*  how  couldst 
thou,  august  Lucretius,  deem  it  but  sweet  to  behold 
from  the  steep  the  strife  of  the  great  sea ;  or,  safe  from 
the  peril,  gaze  on  the  wrath  of  the  battle ;  or,  serene 
in  the  temples  of  the  wise,  look  afar  on  the  wander- 
ings of  human  error?  Is  it  so  sweet  to  survey  the 
ills  from  which  thou  art  delivered  1  Shall  not  the 
strong  law  of  SYMPATHY  find  thee  out,  and  thy  heart 
rebuke  thy  philosophy  1  Not  sweet,  indeed,  can  be 
man's  shelter  in  self,  when  he  says  to  the  storm,  "I 
have  no  bark  on  the  sea ;"  or  to  the  gods  of  the  battle, 
"  I  have  no  son  in  the  slaughter  ;"  when  he  smiles  un- 
moved upon  Woe,  and  murmurs,  "  "Weep  on,  for  these 
eyes  know  no  tears  ; " — when,  unappalled,  he  beholdeth 
the  black  deeds  of  crime,  and  cries  to  his  conscience, 
"  Thou  art  calm  ! " — Yet  solemn  is  the  sight  to  him 
who  lives  in  all  life ;  seeks  for  Nature  in  the  storm, 
and  Providence  in  the  battle  ;  loses  self  in  the  woe  ; 
probes  his  heart  in  the  crime  ;  and  owns  no  philosophy 

*  It  was  said  of  Tertullian  that  "his  style  was  like  ebony,  dark 
and  splendid." 
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that  sets  him  free  from  the  fetters  of  man.  Not  in  vain 
do  we  scan  all  the  contrasts  in  the  large  framework  of 
civilised  earth,  if  we  note  "  when  the  dust  grcnveth  into 
hardness,  and  the  clods  cleave  fast  together."  Eange, 
0  Art,  through  all  space,  clasp  together  all  extremes, 
shake  idle  wealth  from  its  lethargy,  and  bid  States 
look  in  hovels,  where  the  teacher  is  dumb,  and  Eeason 
unweeded  runs  to  rot !  Bid  haughty  Intellect  pause 
in  its  triumph,  and  doubt  if  intellect  alone  can  deliver 
the  soul  from  its  tempters  ! — Only  that  lives  uncorrupt 
which  preserves  in  all  seasons  the  human  aifections  in 
which  the  breath  of  God  breathes  and  is  !  Go  forth 
to  the  world,  0  Art ! — go  forth  to  the  innocent,  the 
guilty — the  wise,  and  the  dull ! — go  forth  as  the  still 
voice  of  Fate  ! — speak  of  the  insecurity  even  of  Good- 
ness below  ! — carry  on  the,  rapt  vision  of  suffering 
Virtue  through  "  the  doors  of  the  shadows  of  death  ! " 
— show  the  dim  revelation  symbolled  forth  in  the 
Tragedy  of  old  ! — how  incomplete  is  man's  destiny, 
how  undeveloped  is  the  justice  divine,  if  Antigone 
sleep  eternally  in  the  ribs  of  the  rock,  and  CEdipus  van- 
ish for  ever  in  the  Grove  of  the  Furies  !  Here,  below, 
"  the  waters  are  hid  with  a  stone,  and  the  face  of  the 
deep  is  frozen  ! "  But  above  liveth  He  "who  can  bind 
the  sweet  influences  of  the  Pleiades,  and  loose  the  bands 
of  Orion."  Go  with  Fate  over  the  bridge,  and  she  van- 
ishes in  the  land  beyond  the  gulf !  Behold  where  the 
Eternal  demands  Eternity  for  the  progress  of  His  crea- 
tures and  the  vindication  of  His  justice  ! 

It  was  past  midnight,  and  Lucretia  sat  alone  in  her 
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dreary  room  ;  her  head  buried  on  her  bosom,  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ground,  her  hands  resting  on  her  knees : 
— it  was  an  image  of  inanimate  prostration  and  decrepi- 
tude" that  might  have  moved  compassion  to  its  depth. 
The  door  opened,  and  Martha  entered,  to  assist  Ma- 
dame Dalibard,  as  usual,  to  retire  to  rest.  Her  mis- 
tress slowly  raised  her  eyes  at  the  noise  of  the  opening 
door,  and  those  eyes  took  their  searching,  penetrating 
acuteness,  as  they  fixed  upon  the  florid  nor  uncomely 
countenance  of  the  waiting-woman. 

In  her  starched  cap,  her  sober-coloured  stuff  gown — 
in  her  prim,  quiet  manner,  and  a  certain  sanctified  de- 
mureness  of  aspect,  there  was  something  in  the  first 
appearance  of  this  woman  that  impressed  you  with  the 
notion  of  respectability,  and  inspired  confidence  in 
those  steady  good  qualities  which  we  seek  in  a  trusty 
servant.  But,  more  closely  examined,  a  habitual  ob- 
server might  have  found  much  to  qualify,  perhaps  to 
disturb,  his  first  prepossessions.  The  exceeding  low- 
ness  of  the  forehead,  over  which  that  stiff  harsh  hair 
was  so  puritanically  parted — the  severe  hardness  of 
those  thin  small  lips,  so  pursed  up  and  constrained 
— even  a  certain  dull  cruelty  in  those  light,  cold  blue 
eyes,  might  have  caused  an  uneasy  sentiment,  almost 
approaching  to  fear.  The  fat  grocer's  spoiled  child 
instinctively  recoiled  from  her,  when  she  entered  the 
shop  to  make  her  household  purchases ;  the  old,  grey- 
whiskered  terrier-dog  at  the  public-house  slunk  into 
the  tap  when  she  crossed  the  threshold. 

Madame  Dalibard   silently  suffered   herself  to   be 
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wheeled  into  the  adjoining  bedroom,  and  the  process 
of  disrobing  was  nearly  completed  before  she  said 
abruptly — 

"  So  you  attended  Mr  Varney's  uncle  in  his  last  ill- 
ness. Did  he  suffer  much  1 " 

"  He  was  a  poor  creature  at  best,"  answered  Martha ; 
"  but  he  gave  me  a  deal  of  trouble  afore  he  went.  He 
was  a  scranny  corpse  when  I  strecked  him  out." 

Madame  Dalibard  shrank  from  the  hands  at  that 
moment  employed  upon  herself,  and  said — 

"  It  was  not,  then,  the  first  corpse  you  have  laid  out 
for  the  grave  1 " 

"  Not  by  many." 

"And  did  any  of  those  you  so  prepared  die  of  the 
same  complaint  ? " 

"  I  can't  say,  I'm  sure,"  returned  Martha.  "  I  never 
inquires  how  folks  die  ;  my  bizness  was  to  nurse  'em 
till  all  was  over,  and  then  to  sit  up.  As  they  say  in 
my  country,  'Kiving  Pike  wears  a  hood  when  the 
weather  bodes  ill.' "  * 

"  And  when  you  sat  up  with  Mr  Yarney's  uncle, 
did  you  feel  no  fear  in  the  dead  of  the  night  ? — that 
corpse  before  you — no  fear?  " 

"  Young  Mr  Varney  said  I  should  come  to  no  harm. 
Oh,  he's  a  clever  man.  What  should  I  fear,  ma'am  ? " 
answered  Martha,  with  a  horrid  simplicity. 

"  You  have  belonged  to  a  very  religious  sect,  I  think 

*  "If  Riving  Pike  do  wear  a  hood, 

The  day,  be  sure,  will  ne'er  be  good." 

— A  Lancashire  Distich. 
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I  have  heard  you  say — a  sect  uot  unfamiliar  to  me — a 
sect  to  which  great  crime  is  very  rarely  known  ? " 

"Yes,  ma'am,  some  of  'em  be  tame  enough,  but 
others  be  weel*  deep  !" 

"  You  do  not  believe  what  they  taught  you  ? " 

"  I  did,  when  I  was  young  and  silly." 

"And  what  disturbed  your  belief? " 

"  Ma'am,  the  man  what  taught  me,  and  my  mother 
afore  me,  was  the  first  I  ever  kep  company  with,"  an- 
swered Martha,  without  a  change  in  her  florid  hue, 
which  seemed  fixed  in  her  cheek  as  the  red  in  an 
autumn  leaf.  "After  he  had  ruined  me,  as  the  girls 
say,  he  told  me  as  how  it  was  all  sham  ! " 

"  You  loved  him,  then  1 " 

"  The  man  was  well  enough,  ma'am,  and  he  behaved 
handsome,  and  got  me  a  husband.  I've  known  better 
days." 

"  You  sleep  well  at  night  1 " 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  thank  you,  I  loves  my  bed."  « 

"  I  have  done  with  you,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  sti- 
fling a  groan,  as  now,  placed  in  her  bed,  she  turned  to 
the  wall.  Martha  extinguished  the  candle,  leaving  it  on 
the  table  by  the  bed,  with  a  book  and  a  box  of  matches, 
for  Madame  Dalibard  was  a  bad  sleeper,  and  often  read 
in  the  night.  She  then  drew  the  curtains  and  went 
her  way. 

It  might  be  an  hour  after  Martha  had  retired  to  rest 
that  a  hand  was  stretched  from  the  bed,  that  the  candle 
was  lighted,  and  Lucretia  Dalibard  rose  :  with  a  sudden 

*  Weel— whirlpool. 
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movement  she  threw  aside  the  coverings,  and  stood  in 
her  long  night-gear  on  the  floor.  Yes,  the  helpless, 
paralysed  cripple  rose — was  on  her  feet — tall,  elastic, 
erect !  It  was  as  a  resuscitation  from  the  grave.  Never 
was  change  more  startling  than  that  simple  action 
effected — not  in  the  form  alone,  but  the  whole  char- 
acter of  the  face.  The  solitary  light  streamed  upward 
on  a  countenance,  on  every  line  of  which  spoke  sinister 
power  and  strong  resolve.  If  you  had  ever  seen  her 
before,  in  her  false,  crippled  state,  prostrate  and  help- 
less, and  could  have  seen  her  then — those  eyes,  if  hag- 
gard still,  now  full  of  life  and  vigour — that  frame,  if 
spare,  towering  aloft  in  commanding  stature,  perfect  in 
its  proportions  as  a  Grecian  image  of  Nemesis — your 
amaze  would  have  merged  into  terror,  so  preternatural 
did  the  transformation  appear  ! — so  did  aspect  and 
bearing  contradict  the  very  character  of  her  sex  ;  unit- 
ing the  two  elements,  most  formidable  in  man  or  in 
fiend — wickedness  and  power  ! 

She  stood  a  moment  motionless,  breathing  loud,  as 
if  it  were  a  joy  to  breathe  free  from  restraint ;  and  then, 
lifting  the  light,  and  gliding  to  the  adjoining  room, 
she  unlocked  a  bureau  in  the  corner,  and  bent  over  a 
small  casket,  which  she  opened  with  a  secret  spring. 

Eeader,  cast  back  your  eye  to  that  passage  in  this 
history,  when  Lucretia  Clavering  took  down  the 
volume  from  the  niche  in  the  tapestried  chamber  at 
Laughton,  and  numbered,  in  thought,  the  hours  left 
to  her  uncle's  life.  Look  back  on  the  ungrateful 
thought — behold  how  it  has  swelled  and  ripened  into 
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the  guilty  deed  !  There,  in  that  box,  Death  guards 
his  treasure-crypt.  There,  all  the  science  of  Hades 
numbers  its  murderous  inventions.  As  she  searched 
for  the  ingredients  her  design  had  pre-selected,  some- 
thing heavier  than  those  small  packets  she  deranged 
fell  to  the  bottom  of  the  box  with  a  low  and  hollow 
sound.  She  started  at  the  noise,  and  then  smiled,  in 
scorn  of  her  momentary  fear,  as  she  took  up  the  ring 
that  had  occasioned  the  sound — a  ring  plain  and  solid, 
like  those  used  as  signets  in  the  middle  ages,  with  a 
large  dull  opal  in  the  centre.  What  secret  could  that 
bauble  have  in  common  with  its  ghastly  companions  in 
Death's  crypt  ?  This  had  been  found  amongst  Olivier's 
papers  ;  a  note  in  that  precious  manuscript,  which 
had  given  to  the  hands  of  his  successors  the  keys  of 
the  grave,  had  discovered  the  mystery  of  its  uses.  By 
the  pressure  of  the  hand,  at  the  touch  of  a  concealed 
spring,  a  barbed  point  flew  forth,  steeped  in  venom 
more  deadly  than  the  Indian  extracts  from  the  bag  of 
the  cobracapella — a  venom  to  which  no  antidote  is 
known,  which  no  test  can  detect.  It  corrupts  the 
whole  mass  of  the  blood — it  mounts  in  frenzy  and  fire 
to  the  brain — it  rends  the  soul  from  the  body  in  spasm 
and  convulsion.  But  examine  the  dead,  and  how 
divine  the  effect  of  the  cause  ? — how  go  back  to  the 
records  of  the  Borgias,  and  amidst  all  the  scepticism  of 
times  in  which,  happily,  such  arts  are  unknown,  unsus- 
pected, learn  from  the  hero  of  Machiavel  how  a  clasp 
of  the  hand  can  get  rid  of  a  foe  1  Easier  and  more 
natural  to  point  to  the  living  puncture  in  the  skin,  and 
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the  swollen  flesh  round  it,  and  dilate  on  the  danger 
a  rusty  nail — nay,  a  pin — can  engender,  when  the 
humours  are  peccant,  and  the  blood  is  impure  !  The 
fabrication  of  that  bauble,  the  discovery  of  Borgia's 
device,  was  the  masterpiece  in  the  science  of  Dalibard ; 
a  curious  and  philosophical  triumph  of  research, 
hitherto  unused  by  its  inventor  and  his  heirs ;  for 
that  casket  is  rich  in  the  choice  of  more  gentle  mate- 
rials ;  but  the  use  yet  may  come.  As  she  gazed  on 
the  ring,  there  was  a  complacent  and  proud  expression 
on  Lucretia's  face. 

"  Dumb  token  of  Caesar  Borgia  ! "  she  murmured — 
"him  of  the  wisest  head  and  the  boldest  hand  that 
ever  grasped  at  empire ; — whom  Machiavel,  the  vir- 
tuous, rightly  praised  as  the  model  of  accomplished 
ambition !  "Why  should  I  falter  in  the  paths  which 
he  trod  with  his  royal  step,  only  because  my  goal  is 
not  a  throne  ?  Every  circle  is  as  complete  in  itself, 
whether  rounding  a  globule  or  a  star.  Why  groan  in 
the  belief  that  the  mind  denies  itself  by  the  darkness 
through  which  it  glides  on  its  object,  or  the  mire 
through  which  it  ascends  to  the  hill  1  Murderer  as 
he  was,  poisoner,  and  fratricide — did  blood  clog  his 
intellect  ?  or  crime  impoverish  the  luxury  of  his 
genius  1  Was  his  verse  less  melodious,*  or  his  love  of 
art  less  intense,  or  his  eloquence  less  persuasive,  be- 

*  It  is  well  known  that  Caesar  Borgia  was  both  a  munificent 
patron  and  an  exquisite  appreciator  of  art — well  known  also  are  his 
powers  of  persuasion ;  but  the  general  reader  may  not  perhaps  be 
acquainted  with  the  fact,  that  this  terrible  criminal  was  also  a 
poet. 
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cause  lie  sought  to  remove  every  barrier,  revenge  every 
wrong,  crush  every  foe  ? " 

In  the  wondrous  corruption  to  which  her  mind  had 
descended,  thus  murmured  Lucretia.  Intellect  had 
been  so  long  made  her  sole  god,  that  the  very  monster 
of  history  was  lifted  to  her  reverence  by  his  ruthless 
intellect  alone  ;  lifted,  in  that  mood  of  feverish  excite- 
ment, when  conscience,  often  less  silenced,  lay  crushed 
under  the  load  of  the  deed  to  come,  into  an  example 
and  a  guide. 

Though,  at  times,  when  looking  back,  oppressed  by 
the  blackest  despair,  no  remorse  of  the  past  ever 
weakened  those  nerves,  when  the  Hour  called  up  its 
demon,  and  the  Will  ruled  the  rest  of  the  human  being 
as  a  machine. 

She  replaced  the  ring — she  reclosed  the  casket,  and 
relocked  its  depository ;  then  passed  again  into  the 
adjoining  chamber. 

A  few  minutes  afterwards,  and  the  dim  light  that 
stole  from  the  heavens  (in  which  the  moon  was  par- 
tially overcast),  through  the  casement  on  the  staircase, 
rested  on  a  shapeless  figure,  robed  in  black  from  head 
to  foot — a  figure  so  obscure  and  indefinable  in  outline, 
so  suited  to  the  gloom  in  its  hue,  so  stealthy  and  rapid 
in  its  movements,  that,  had  you  started  from  sleep, 
and  seen  it  on  your  floor,  you  would,  perforce,  have 
deemed  that  your  fancy  had  befooled  you  ! 

Thus  darkly,  through  the  darkness,  went  the  Poisoner 
to  her  prey. 


CHAPTEE   XVIII. 

Retrospect. 

WE  have  now  arrived  at  that  stage  in  this  history 
when  it  is  necessary  to  look  back  on  the  interval  in 
Lucre tia's  life — between  the  death  of  Dalibard  and 
her  re-introduction  in  the  second  portion  of  our  tale. 

One  day,  without  previous  notice  or  warning,  Lucre- 
tia  arrived  at  William  Mainwaring's  house ;  she  was 
in  the  deep  weeds  of  widowhood,  and  that  garb  of 
mourning  sufficed  to  add  Susan's  tenderest  commi- 
seration to  the  warmth  of  her  affectionate  welcome. 
Lucretia  appeared  to  have  forgiven  the  past,  and  to 
have  conquered  its  more  painful  recollections;  she 
was  gentle  to  Susan,  though  she  rather  suffered  than 
returned  her  caresses ;  she  was  open  and  frank  to 
William.  Both  felt  inexpressibly  grateful  for  her  visit 
— the  forgiveness  it  betokened,  and  the  confidence  it 
implied.  At  this  time,  no  condition  could  be  more 
promising  and  prosperous  than  that  of  the  young 
banker.  From  the  first  the  most  active  partner  in 
the  bank,  he  had  now  virtually  almost  monopolised 
the  business.  The  senior  partner  was  old  and  infirm  ; 
the  second  had  a  bucolic  turn,  and  was  much  taken  up 
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by  the  care  of  a  large  farm  he  had  recently  purchased ; 
so  that  Mainwaring,  more  and  more  trusted  and 
honoured,  "became  the  sole  managing  administrator  of 
the  firm.  Business  throve  in  his  able  hands ;  and  with 
patient  and  steady  perseverance,  there  was  little  doubt 
but  what,  before  middle  age  was  attained,  his  com- 
petence would  have  swelled  into  a  fortune  sufficient  to 
justify  him  in  realising  the  secret  dream  of  his  heart — 
the  parliamentary  representation  of  the  town  in  which 
he  had  already  secured  the  aifection  and  esteem  of  the 
inhabitants. 

It  was  not  long  before  Lucretia  detected  the  ambi- 
tion William's  industry  but  partially  concealed ;  it  was 
not  long  before,  with  the  ascendancy  natural  to  her 
will  and  her  talents,  she  began  to  exercise  considerable, 
though  unconscious,  influence  over  a  man  in  whom  a 
thousand  good  qualities,  and  some  great  talents,  were 
unhappily  accompanied  by  infirm  purpose  and  weak 
resolutions.  The  ordinary  conversation  of  Lucretia 
unsettled  his  mind  and  inflamed  his  vanity — a  conver- 
sation able,  aspiring,  full  both  of  knowledge  drawn 
from  books,  and  of  that  experience  of  public  men 
which  her  residence  in  Paris  (whereon,  with  its  new 
and  greater  Charlemagne,  the  eyes  of  the  world  were 
turned)  had  added  to  her  acquisitions  in  the  lore  of 
human  life.  Nothing  more  disturbs  a  mind  like 
William  Mainwaring's  than  that  species  of  eloquence 
which  rebukes  its  patience  in  the  present  by  inflam- 
ing all  its  hopes  in  the  future.  Lucretia  had  none  of 
the  charming  babble  of  women — none  of  that  tender 
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interest  in  household  details,  in  the  minutiae  of  domes- 
tic life,  which  relaxes  the  intellect  while  softening  the 
heart.  Hard  and  vigorous,  her  sentences  came  forth 
in  eternal  appeal  to  the  reason,  or  address  to  the 
sterner  passions  in  which  love  has  no  share.  Beside 
this  strong  thinker,  poor  Susan's  sweet  talk  seemed 
frivolous  and  inane.  Her  soft  hold  upon  Main  waring 
loosened.  He  ceased  to  consult  her  upon  business — 
he  "began  to  repine  that  the  partner  of  his  lot  could 
have  little  sympathy  with  his  dreams — more  often  and 
more  bitterly  now  did  his  discontented  glance,  in  his 
way  homeward,  rove  to  the  roof-tops  of  the  rural 
member  for  the  town ;  more  eagerly  did  he  read  the 
parliamentary  debates — more  heavily  did  he  sigh  at  the 
thought  of  eloquence  denied  a  vent,  and  ambition 
delayed  in  its  career. 

When  arrived  at  this  state  of  mind,  Lucretia's  con- 
versation took  a  more  worldly,  a  more  practical  turn. 
Her  knowledge  of  the  speculators  of  Paris  instructed 
her  pictures  of  bold  ingenuity  creating  sudden  wealth  ; 
she  spoke  of  fortunes  made  in  a  day — of  parvenus 
bursting  into  millionnaires — of  wealth  as  the  necessary 
instrument  of  ambition,  as  the  arch-ruler  of  the  civil- 
ised world.  Never  once,  be  it  observed,  in  these 
temptations,  did  Lucretia  address  herself  to  the  heart 
— the  ordinary  channels  of  vulgar  seduction  were  dis- 
dained by  her ;  she  would  not  have  stooped  so  low  as 
Mainwaring's  love,  could  she  have  commanded  or  al- 
lured it ;  she  was  willing  to  leave  to  Susan  the  hus- 
band reft  from  her  own  passionate  youth,  but  leave 
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him  with,  the  brand  on  his  brow  and  the  worm  at  his 
heart — a  scoff  and  a  wreck. 

At  this  time  there  was  in  that  market-town  one  of 
those  adventurous  speculative  men,  who  are  the  more 
dangerous  impostors  because  imposed  upon  by  their 
own  sanguine  chimeras,  who  have  a  plausibility  in  their 
calculations,  an  earnestness  in  their  arguments,  which 
account  for  the  dupes  they  daily  make  in  our  most 
sober  and  wary  of  civilised  communities.  Unscrupu- 
lous in  their  means,  yet  really  honest  in  the  belief  that 
their  objects  can  be  attained,  they  are  at  once  the 
rogues  and  fanatics  of  Mammon  !  This  person  was 
held  to  have  been  fortunate  in  some  adroit  speculations 
in  the  corn  trade,  and  he  was  brought  too  frequently 
into  business  with  Mainwaring  not  to  be  a  frequent 
visitor  at  the  house.  In  him  Lucretia  saw  the  very 
instrument  of  her  design,  she  led  him  on  to  talk  of 
business  as  a  game — of  money  as  a  realiser  of  cent  per 
cent ;  she  drew  him  into  details — she  praised  him,  she 
admired.  In  his  presence  she  seemed  only  to  hear 
him — in  his  absence  musingly  she  started  from  silence 
to  exclaim  on  the  acuteness  of  his  genius  and  the  ac- 
curacy of  his  figures.  Soon  the  tempter  at  Mainwar- 
ing's  heart  gave  signification  to  these  praises — soon  this 
adventurer  became  his  most  intimate  friend.  Scarcely 
knowing  why,  never  ascribing  the  change  to  her  sister, 
poor  Susan  wept,  amazed  at  Mainwaring's  transforma- 
tion— no  care  now  for  the  new  books  from  London,  or 
the  roses  in  the  garden  ! — the  music  on  the  instrument 
was  unheeded  !  Books,  roses,  music  ! — what  are  those 
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trifles  to  a  man  thinking  upon  cent  per  cent  1  Main- 
waring's  very  countenance  altered — it  lost  its  frank, 
affectionate  beauty;  —  sullen,  abstracted,  morose  —  it 
showed  that  some  great  care  was  at  the  core.  Then 
Lucretia  herself  began  grievingly  to  notice  the  change 
to  Susan — gradually  she  altered  her  tone  with  regard 
to  the  speculator,  and  hinted  vague  fears,  and  urged 
Susan  to  remonstrance  and  warning.  As  she  antici- 
pated, warning  and  remonstrance  came  in  vain  to  the 
man  who,  comparing  Lucretia's  mental  power  to  Susan's, 
had  learned  to  despise  the  unlearned  timid  sense  of  the 
last. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  trace  this  change  in  Mainwaring 
step  by  step,  or  to  measure  the  time  which  sufficed  to 
dazzle  his  reason  and  blind  his  honour.  In  the  midst 
of  schemes  and  hopes,  which  the  lust  of  gold  now  per- 
vaded, came  a  thunderbolt.  An  anonymous  letter  to 
the  head  partner  of  the  bank  provoked  suspicions  that 
led  to  minute  examination  of  the  accounts.  It  seemed 
that  sums  had  been  irregularly  advanced  (upon  bills 
drawn  upon  men  of  straw)  to  the  speculator  by  Main- 
waring;  and  the  destination  of  these  sums  could  be 
traced  to  gambling  operations  in  trade,  in  which  Main- 
waring  had  a  private  interest  and  partnership.  So 
great,  as  we  have  said,  had  been  the  confidence  placed 
in  William's  abilities  and  honour,  that  the  facilities 
afforded  him  in  the  disposal  of  the  joint  stock  far  ex- 
ceeded those  usually  granted  to  the  partner  of  a  firm, 
and  the  breach  of  trust  appeared  the  more  flagrant 
from  the  extent  of  the  confidence  misplaced.  Mean- 
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while,  William  Mainwaring,  though  as  yet  unconscious 
of  the  proceedings  of  his  partners,  was  gnawed  by 
anxiety  and  remorse,  not  unmixed  with  hope.  He 
depended  upon  the  result  of  a  bold  speculation  in  the 
purchase  of  shares  in  a  canal  company,  a  bill  for  which 
was  then  before  parliament  with  (as  he  was  led  to  be- 
lieve) a  certainty  of  success.  The  sums  he  had,  on  his 
own  responsibility,  abstracted  from  the  joint  account, 
were  devoted  to  this  adventure.  But,  to  do  him  jus- 
tice, he  never  dreamed  of  appropriating  the  profits 
anticipated  to  himself.  Though  knowing  that  the  bills 
on  which  the  moneys  had  been  advanced  were  merely 
nominal  deposits,  he  had  confidently  calculated  on  the 
certainty  of  success  for  the  speculations,  to  which  the 
proceeds  so  obtained  were  devoted ;  and  he  looked  for- 
ward to  the  moment  when  he  might  avow  what  he  had 
done,  and  justify  it  by  doubling  the  capital  withdrawn. 
But,  to  his  inconceivable  horror,  the  bill  of  the  canal 
company  was  rejected  in  the  Lords — the  shares  bought 
at  a  premium  went  down  to  zero  ;  and,  to  add  to  his 
perplexity,  the  speculator  abruptly  disappeared  from 
the  town.  In  this  crisis  he  was  summoned  to  meet 
his  indignant  associates. 

The  evidence  against  him  was  morally  damning,  if 
not  legally  conclusive.  The  unhappy  man  heard  all  in 
the  silence  of  despair.  Crushed  and  bewildered,  he 
attempted  no  defence.  He  asked  but  an  hour  to  sum 
up  the  losses  of  the  bank  and  his  own  ;  they  amounted 
within  a  few  hundreds  to  the  ten  thousand  pounds  he 
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had  brought  to  the  firm,  and  which,  in  the  absence  of 
marriage-settlements,  was  entirely  at  his  own  disposal. 
This  sum  he  at  once  resigned  to  his  associates,  on 
condition  that  they  should  defray  from  it  his  personal 
liabilities.  The  money  thus  repaid,  his  partners  na- 
turally relinquished  all  further  inquiry.  They  were 
moved  by  pity  for  one  so  gifted  and  so  fallen — they 
even  offered  him  a  subordinate  but  lucrative  situation 
in  the  firm  in  which  he  had  been  partner ;  but  Main- 
waring  wanted  the  patience  and  resolution  to  work 
back  the  redemption  of  his  name — perhaps  ultimately 
of  his  fortunes.  In  the  fatal  anguish  of  his  shame  and 
despair,  he  fled  from  the  town ;  his  flight  confirmed  for 
ever  the  rumours  against  him — rumours  worse  than 
the  reality.  It  was  long  before  he  even  admitted 
Susan  to  the  knowledge  of  the  obscure  refuge  he  had 
sought ;  there,  at  length,  she  joined  him.  Meanwhile, 
what  did  Lucretia  1 — she  sold  nearly  half  of  her  own 
fortune,  constituted  principally  of  the  moiety  of  her 
portion,  which  at  Dalibard's  death  had  passed  to  her- 
self as  survivor,  and  partly  of  the  share  in  her  deceased 
husband's  effects,  which  the  French  law  awarded  to 
her ;  and  with  the  proceeds  of  this  sum  she  purchased 
an  annuity  for  her  victims.  Was  this  strange  gene- 
rosity the  act  of  mercy  —  the  result  of  repentance  1 
No ;  it  was  one  of  the  not  least  subtle  and  delicious 
refinements  of  her  revenge.  To  know  him  who  had 
rejected  her  —  the  rival  who  had  supplanted  —  the 
miserable  pensioners  of  her  bounty,  was  dear  to  her 
haughty  and  disdainful  hate.  The  lust  of  power,  ever 
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stronger  in  her  than  avarice,  more  than  reconciled  her 
to  the  sacrifice  of  gold ; — yes,  here  she,  the  despised, 
the  degraded,  had  power  still ; — her  wrath  had  ruined 
the  fortunes  of  her  victim,  blasted  the  repute,  embit- 
tered and  desolated  evermore  the  future, — now  her 
contemptuous  charity  fed  the  wretched  lives  that  she 
spared  in  scorn.  She  had  no  small  difficulty,  it  is  true, 
in  persuading  Susan  to  accept  this  sacrifice,  and  she  did 
so  only  by  sustaining  her  sister's  belief  that  the  past 
yet  could  be  retrieved  —  that  Mainwaring's  energies 
could  yet  rebuild  their  fortunes — and  that,  as  the  an- 
nuity was  at  any  time  redeemable,  the  aid  therefore 
was  only  temporary.  With  this  understanding,  Susan, 
overwhelmed  with  gratitude,  weeping  and  broken- 
hearted, departed  to  join  the  choice  of  her  youth.  As 
the  men  deputed  by  the  auctioneer  to  arrange  and  ticket 
the  furniture  for  sale  entered  the  desolate  house,  Lu- 
cretia  then,  with  the  step  of  a  conqueror,  passed  from 
the  threshold. 

"  Ah  ! "  she  murmured,  as  she  paused  and  gazed  on 
the  walls — "  ah,  they  were  happy  when  I  first  entered 
those  doors  ! — happy  in  each  other's  tranquil  love — 
happier  still,  when  they  deemed  I  had  forgiven  the 
•wrong  and  abjured  the  past !  How  honoured  was  then 
their  home  !  How  knew  I  then,  for  the  first  time, 
what  the  home  of  love  can  be  1  and  who  had  destroyed 
for  me  upon  all  the  earth  a  home  like  theirs  1 — they  on 
whom  that  home  smiled  with  its  serene  and  taunting 
peace  ! — I — I,  the  guest ! — I — I,  the  abandoned  ! — the 
betrayed  :  what  dark  memories  were  on  my  soul !  what 
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a  hell  boiled  within  my  bosom  !  "Well  might  those 
memories  take  each  a  voice  to  accuse  them  ! — well, 
from  that  hell,  might  rise  the  Alecto  !  Their  lives  were 
in  my  power  ! — my  fatal  dowry  at  my  command — rapid 
death,  or  slow  consuming  torture ; — but  to  have  seen 
each  cheer  the  other  to  the  grave,  lighting  every  down- 
ward step  with  the  eyes  of  love — vengeance,  so  urged, 
would  have  fallen  only  on  myself !  Ha !  deceiver, 
didst  thou  plume  thyself,  forsooth,  on  spotless  reputa- 
tion 1 — didst  thou  stand,  me  by  thy  side,  amongst  thy 
perjured  household  gods,  and  talk  of  honour  1  Thy 
home,  it  is  reft  from  thee  ! — thy  reputation,  it  is  a 
scoff — thine  honour,  it  is  a  ghost  that  shall  haunt  thee ! 
Thy  love,  can  it  linger  yet  1 — Shall  the  soft  eyes  of  thy 
wife  not  burn  into  thy  heart,  and  shame  turn  love  into 
loathing  1  Wrecks  of  my  vengeance — minions  of  my 
bounty — I  did  well  to  let  ye  live  !  I  shake  the  dust 
from  my  feet  on  your  threshold  ; — live  on — homeless, 
hopeless,  and  childless  !  The  curse  is  fulfilled  ! " 

From  that  hour  Lucretia  never  paused  from  her 
career  to  inquire  further  of  her  victims ; — she  never 
entered  into  communication  with  either.  They  knew 
not  her  address,  nor  her  fate,  nor  she  theirs.  As  she 
had  reckoned,  Mainwaring  made  no  effort  to  recover 
himself  from  his  fall.  All  the  high  objects  that  had 
lured  his  ambition  were  gone  from  him  evermore.  No 
place  in  the  State,  no  authority  in  the  senate,  awaits  in 
England  the  man  with  a  blighted  name.  For  the 
lesser  objects  of  life  he  had  no  heart  and  no  care. 
They  lived  in  obscurity  in  a  small  village  in  Cornwall, 
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till  the  Peace  allowed  them  to  remove  to  France.  The 
rest  of  their  fate  is  known. 

Meanwhile,  Lucretia  removed  to  one  of  those  smaller 
Londons,  resorts  of  pleasure  and  idleness,  with  which 
rich  England  abounds,  and  in  which  widows  of  limited 
income  can  make  poverty  seem  less  plebeian.  And 
now,  to  all  those  passions  that  had  hitherto  raged 
within  her,  a  dismal  apathy  succeeded.  It  was  the 
great  calm  in  her  sea  of  life.  The  winds  fell,  and  the 
sails  drooped.  Her  vengeance  satisfied,  that  which 
she  had  made  so  preternaturally  the  main  object  of 
existence,  once  fulfilled,  left  her  in  youth  objectless. 

She  strove  at  first  to  take  pleasure  in  the  society  of 
the  place,  but  its  frivolities  and  pettiness  of  purpose 
soon  wearied  that  masculine  and  grasping  mind,  already 
made  insensible  to  the  often  healthful,  often  innocent, 
excitement  of  trifles,  by  the  terrible  ordeal  it  had 
passed.  Can  the  touch  of  the  hand,  scorched  by  the 
burning  iron,  feel  pleasure  in  the  softness  of  silk,  or 
the  light  down  of  the  cygnet's  plume?  She  next 
sought  such  relief  as  study  could  afford;  and  her 
natural  bent  of  thought,  and  her  desire  to  vindicate 
her  deeds  to  herself,  plunged  her  into  the  fathomless 
abyss  of  metaphysical  inquiry,  with  the  hope  to  con- 
firm into  positive  assurance  her  earlier  scepticism — 
with  the  atheist's  hope  to  annihilate  the  soul,  and 
banish  the  presiding  God.  But  no  voice  that  could 
satisfy  her  reason  came  from  those  dreary  deeps  :  con- 
tradiction on  contradiction  met  her  in  the  maze.  Only 
when,  wearied  with  book-lore,  she  turned  her  eyes  to 
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the  visible  nature,  and  beheld  everywhere  harmony, 
order,  system,  contrivance,  art,  did  she  start  with  the 
amaze  and  awe  of  instinctive  conviction  ;  and  the  na- 
tural religion  revolted  from  her  cheerless  ethics  !  Then 
came  one  of  those  sudden  reactions  common  with 
strong  passions  and  exploring  minds — but  more  com- 
mon with  women,  however  manlike,  than  with  men. 
Had  she  lived  in  Italy  then,  she  had  become  a  nun  ! 
For  in  this  woman,  unlike  Varney  and  Dalibard,  the 
conscience  could  never  be  utterly  silenced.  In  her 
choice  of  evil,  she  found  only  torture  to  her  spirit  in 
all  the  respites  afforded  to  the  occupations  it  indulged. 
When  employed  upon  ill,  remorse  gave  way  to  the 
zest  of  scheming ;  when  the  ill  was  done,  remorse 
came  with  the  repose. 

It  was  in  this  peculiar  period  of  her  life  that  Lucre- 
tia,  turning  everywhere,  and  desperately,  for  escape 
from  the  past,  became  acquainted  with  some  members 
of  one  of  the  most  rigid  of  the  sects  of  dissent.  At 
first  she  permitted  herself  to  know  and  commune  with 
these  persons  from  a  kind  of  contemptuous  curiosity ; 
she  desired  to  encourage,  in  contemplating  them,  her 
experience  of  the  follies  of  human  nature  ;  but  in  that 
crisis  of  her  mind,  in  those  struggles  of  her  reason, 
whatever  showed  that  which  she  yearned  most  to  dis- 
cover— viz.,  earnest  faith,  rooted  and  genuine  convic- 
tion, whether  of  annihilation  or  of  immortality — a 
philosophy  that  might  reconcile  her  to  crime  by  de- 
stroying the  providence  of  good,  or  a  creed  that  could 
hold  out  the  hope  of  redeeming  the  past,  and  exorcis- 
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ing  sin  by  the  mystery  of  a  Divine  sacrifice — had  over 
her  a  power  which  she  had  not  imagined  or  divined. 
Gradually  the  intense  convictions  of  her  new  associates 
disturbed  and  infected  her.  Their  affirmations,  that 
as  we  are  born  in  wrath,  so  sin  is  our  second  nature, 
our  mysterious  heritage,  seemed  to  her  understanding, 
willing  to  be  blinded,  to  imply  excuses  for  her  past 
misdeeds.  Their  assurances  that  the  worst  sinner  may 
become  the  most  earnest  saint — that  through  but  one 
act  of  the  will,  resolute  faith,  all  redemption  is  to  be 
found — these  affirmations  and  these  assurances,  which 
have  so  often  restored  the  guilty  and  remodelled  the 
human  heart,  made  a  salutary,  if  brief,  impression  upon, 
her.  Nor  were  the  lives  of  these  Dissenters  (for  the 
most  part,  austerely  moral),  nor  the  peace  and  self- 
complacency  which  they  evidently  found  in  the  satis- 
faction of  conscience  and  fulfilment  of  duty,  without 
an  influence  over  her,  that  for  a  while  both  chastened 
and  soothed. 

Hopeful  of  such  a  convert,  the  good  teachers  strove 
hard  to  confirm  the  seeds  springing  up  from  the  granite 
and  amidst  the  weeds ;  and  amongst  them  came  one 
man  more  eloquent,  more  seductive  than  the  rest, 
Alfred  Braddell.  This  person,  a  trader  at  Liverpool, 
was  one  of  those  strange  living  paradoxes  that  can 
rarely  be  found  out  of  a  commercial  community.  He 
himself  had  been  a  convert  to  the  sect,  and,  like  most 
converts,  he  pushed  his  enthusiasm  into  the  bigotry  of 
the  zealot.  He  saw  no  salvation  out  of  the  pale  into 
which  he  had  entered ;  but  though  his  belief  was  sin- 


184  LUCKETIA. 

cere,  it  did  not  genially  operate  on  his  practical  life  ; 
with  the  most  scrupulous  attention  to  forms,  he  had 
the  worldliness  and  cunning  of  the  carnal.  He  had 
abjured  the  vices  of  the  softer  senses,  but  not  that 
which  so  seldom  wars  on  the  decorums  of  outer  life. 
He  was  essentially  a  money-maker — close,  acute,  keen, 
overreaching.  Good  works  with  him  were  indeed  as 
nothing — faith,  the  all  in  all.  He  was  one  of  the 
elect,  and  could  not  fall.  Still,  in  this  man  there  was 
all  the  intensity  which  often  characterises  a  mind  in 
proportion  to  the  narrowness  of  its  compass ;  that  in- 
tensity gave  fire  to  his  gloomy  eloquence,  and  strength 
to  his  obstinate  will.  He  saw  Lucretia,  and  his  zeal 
for  her  conversion  soon  expanded  into  love  for  her 
person ;  yet  that  love  was  secondary  to  his  covetous- 
ness.  Though  ostensibly  in  a  flourishing  business,  he 
was  greatly  distressed  for  money  to  carry  on  operations 
which  swelled  beyond  the  reach  of  his  capital ;  his 
fingers  itched  for  the  sum  which  Lucretia  had  still  at 
her  disposal ;  but  the  seeming  sincerity  of  the  man, 
the  persuasion  of  his  goodness,  his  reputation  for  sanc- 
tity, deceived  her ;  she  believed  herself  honestly  and 
ardently  beloved,  and  by  one  who  could  guide  her 
back,  if  not  to  happiness,  at  least  to  repose.  She  her- 
self loved  him  not — she  could  love  no  more.  But  it 
seemed  to  her  a  luxury  to  find  some  one  she  could 
trust — she  could  honour.  If  you  had  probed  into  the 
recesses  of  her  mind  at  that  time,  you  would  have 
found  that  no  religious  belief  was  there  settled — only 
the  desperate  wish  to  believe — only  the  disturbance  of 
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all  previous  infidelity — only  a  restless  gnawing  desire 
to  escape  from  memory,  to  emerge  from  the  gulf.  In 
this  troubled,  impatient  disorder  of  mind  and  feeling, 
she  hurried  into  a  second  marriage  as  fatal  as  the  first. 
Tor  a  while  she  bore  patiently  all  the  privations  of 
that  ascetic  household ;  assisted  in  all  those  external 
formalities,  centred  all  her  intellect  within  that  iron 
range  of  existence.  But  no  grace  descended  on  her 
soul — no  warm  ray  unlocked  the  ice  of  the  well.  Then, 
gradually  becoming  aware  of  the  niggardly  meannesses, 
of  the  harsh  uncharitable  judgments,  of  the  decorous 
frauds  that,  with  unconscious  hypocrisy,  her  husband 
concealed  beneath  the  robes  of  sanctity,  a  weary  dis- 
gust stole  over  her ;  it  stole,  it  deepened,  it  increased  ; 
it  became  intolerable  when  she  discovered  that  Brad- 
dell  had  knowingly  deceived  her  as  to  his  worldly 
substance.  In  that  mood  in  which  she  had  rushed 
into  these  ominous  nuptials,  she  had  had  no  thought 
for  vulgar  advantages  ;  had  Braddell  been  a  beggar, 
she  had  married  him  as  rashly.  But  he,  with  the  in- 
ability to  comprehend  a  nature  like  hers — dim  not 
more  to  her  terrible  vices  than  to  the  sinister  grandeur 
which  made  their  ordinary  atmosphere — had  descended 
cunningly  to  address  the  avarice  he  thought  as  potent 
in  others  as  himself — to  enlarge  on  the  worldly  pros- 
perity with  which  Providence  had  blessed  him ;  and 
now  she  saw  that  her  dowry  alone  had  saved  the 
crippled  trader  from  the  bankrupt  list.  With  this 
revolting  discovery — with  the  scorn  it  produced — 
vanished  all  Lucretia's  unstable  visions  of  reform.  She 
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saw  this  man  a  saint  amongst  his  tribe,  and  would  not 
believe  in  the  virtues  of  his  brethren,  great  and  un- 
questionable as  they  might  have  been  proved  to  a 
more  dispassionate  and  humble  inquirer.  The  impos- 
ture she  detected,  she  deemed  universal  in  the  circle 
in  which  she  dwelt ;  and  Satan  once  more  smiled  upon 
the  subject  he  regained.  Lucretia  became  a  mother, 
but  their  child  formed  no  endearing  tie  between  the 
ill-assorted  pair ;  it  rather  embittered  their  discord. 
Dimly,  even  then,  as  she  bent  over  the  cradle,  that 
vision  which  now,  in  the  old  house  at  Brompton, 
haunted  her  dreams,  and  beckoned  her  over  seas  of 
blood  into  the  fancied  future,  was  foreshadowed  in 
the  face  of  her  infant  son.  To  be  born  again  in  that 
birth — to  live  only  in  that  life — to  aspire  as  man  may 
aspire,  in  that  future  man  whom  she  would  train  to 
knowledge  and  lead  to  power — these  were  the  feel- 
ings with  which  that  sombre  mother  gazed  upon  her 
babe.  The  idea  that  the  low-born  grovelling  father 
had  the  sole  right  over  that  son's  destiny — had  the 
authority  to  cabin  his  mind  in  the  walls  of  form,  bind 
him  down  to  the  sordid  apprenticeship,  debased,  not 
dignified,  by  the  solemn  mien — roused  her  indignant 
wrath  :  she  sickened  when  Braddell  touched  her  child. 
All  her  pride  of  intellect,  that  had  never  slept — all  her 
pride  of  birth,  long  dormant — woke  up  to  protect  the 
heir  of  her  ambition,  the  descendant  of  her  race,  from 
the  defilement  of  the  father's  nurture.  Not  long  after 
her  confinement  she  formed  a  plan  for  escape — she 
disappeared  from  the  house  with  her  child.  Taking 
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refuge  in  a  cottage,  living  on  the  sale  of  the  few  jewels 
she  possessed,  she  was  for  some  weeks  almost  happy. 
But  Braddell,  less  grieved  by  the  loss  than  shocked  by 
the  scandal,  was  indefatigable  in  his  researches ;  he 
discovered  her  retreat.  The  scene  between  them  was 
terrible.  There  was  no  resisting  the  power  which  all 
civilised  laws  give  to  the  rights  of  husband  and  father. 
Before  this  man,  whom  she  scorned  so  unutterably, 
Lucretia  was  impotent.  Then  all  the  boiling  passions, 
long  suppressed  beneath  that  command  of  temper, 
which  she  owed  both  to  habitual  simulation  and  in- 
tense disdain,  rushed  forth.  Then  she  appalled  the 
impostor  with  her  indignant  denunciations  of  his  hy- 
pocrisy, his  meanness,  and  his  guile.  Then,  throwing 
off  the  mask  she  had  worn,  she  hurled  her  anathema 
on  his  sect,  on  his  faith,  with  the  same  breath  that 
smote  his  conscience  and  left  it  wordless.  She  shocked 
all  the  notions  he  sincerely  entertained,  and  he  stood 
awed  by  accusations  from  a  blasphemer  whom  he  dared 
not  rebuke.  His  rage  broke  at  length  from  his  awe. 
Stung — maddened  by  the  scorn  of  himself,  his  blood 
fired  into  juster  indignation  by  her  scoff  at  his  creed ; 
he  lost  all  self-possession,  and  struck  her  to  the  ground. 
In  the  midst  of  shame,  and  dread  at  disclosure  of  his 
violence,  which  succeeded  the  act  so  provoked,  he  was 
not  less  relieved  than  amazed  when  Lucretia,  rising 
slowly,  laid  her  hand  gently  on  his  arm,  and  said, 
"  Repent  not,  it  is  past ;  fear  not,  I  will  be  silent ! 
Come,  you  are  the  stronger — you  prevail.  I  will  follow 
my  child  to  your  home." 
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In  this  unexpected  submission  in  one  so  imperious, 
Braddell's  imperfect  comprehension  of  character  saw 
"but  fear,  and  his  stupidity  exulted  in  his  triumph. 
Lucretia  returned  with  him.  A  few  days  afterwards, 
Braddell  became  ill ;  the  illness  increased — slow,  grad- 
ual, wearing.  It  broke  his  spirit  with  his  health ;  and 
then  the  steadfast  imperiousness  of  Lucretia's  stern  will 
ruled  and  subjugated  him.  He  cowered  beneath  her 
haughty,  searching  gaze,  he  shivered  at  her  sidelong, 
malignant  glance ;  but  with  this  fear  came  necessarily 
hate ;  and  this  hate,  sometimes  sufficing  to  vanquish  the 
fear,  spitefully  evinced  itself  in  thwarting  her  legiti- 
mate control  over  her  infant.  He  would  have  it  (though 
he  had  little  real  love  for  children)  constantly  with 
him,  and  affected  to  contradict  all  her  own  orders  to 
the  servants,  in  the  sphere  in  which  mothers  arrogate 
most  the  right.  Only  on  these  occasions  sometimes 
would  Lucretia  lose  her  grim  self-control,  and  threaten 
that  her  child  yet  should  be  emancipated  from  his 
hands — should  yet  be  taught  the  scorn  for  hypocrites 
which  he  had  taught  herself.  These  words  sank  deep 
not  only  in  the  resentment,  but  in  the  conscience  of  the 
husband.  Meanwhile,  Lucretia  scrupled  not  to  evince 
her  disdain  of  Braddell  by  markedly  abstaining  from 
all  the  ceremonies  she  had  before  so  rigidly  observed. 
The  sect  grew  scandalised.  Braddell  did  not  abstain 
from  making  known  his  causes  of  complaint.  The 
haughty,  imperious  woman  was  condemned  in  the  com- 
munity, and  hated  in  the  household. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Walter  Ardworth,  who  was 
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then  striving  to  eke  out  his  means  by  political  lectures 
(which  at  the  earlier  part  of  the  century  found  ready 
audience)   in    our  great   towns,   came   to    Liverpool. 
Braddell  and  A  rd worth  had  been  schoolfellows,  and 
even  at  school,  embryo  politicians  of  congenial  notions ; 
and  the  conversion  of  the  former  to  one  of  the  sects 
which  had  grown  out  of  the  old  creeds  that,  under 
Cromwell,  had  broken  the  sceptre  of  the  son  of  Belial, 
and  established  the  Commonwealth  of  Saints,  had  only 
strengthened  the  republican  tenets  of  the  sour  fanatic. 
Ardworth  called  on  Braddell,  and  was  startled  to  find 
in  his  schoolfellow's  wife  the  niece  of  his  benefactor, 
Sir  Miles  St  John.     Now,  Lucretia  had  never  divulged 
her  true  parentage  to  her  husband.     In  a  union  so 
much  beneath  her  birth,  she  had  desired  to  conceal 
from  all  her  connections  the  fall  of  the  once-honoured 
heiress.     She  had  descended,  in  search  of  peace,  to 
obscurity ;  but  her  pride  revolted  from  the  thought 
that  her  low-born  husband  might  boast  of  her  connec- 
tions, and  parade  her  descent  to  his  level.     Fortunately, 
as  she  thought,  she  received  Ardworth  before  he  was 
admitted  to  her  husband,  who  now,  growing  feebler 
and  feebler,  usually  kept  his  room.     She  stooped  to 
beseech  Ardworth  not  to  reveal  her  secret,  and  he,  com- 
prehending her  pride,  as  a  man  well-born  himself,  and 
pitying  her  pain,  readily  gave  his  promise.     At  the 
first  interview,  Braddell  evinced  no  pleasure  in  the 
sight  of  his  old  schoolfellow.     It  was  natural  enough 
that  one  so  precise  should  be  somewhat  revolted  by 
one  so  careless  of  all  form.     But  when  Lucretia  im- 
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prudently  evinced  satisfaction  at  his  surly  remarks  on 
his  visitor — when  he  perceived  that  it  would  please  her 
that  he  should  not  cultivate  the  acquaintance  offered 
him,  he  was  moved  by  the  spirit  of  contradiction,  and 
the  spiteful  delight  even  in  frivolous  annoyance  to 
conciliate  and  court  the  intimacy  he  had  at  first  dis- 
dained :  and  then,  by  degrees,  sympathy  in  political 
matters  and  old  recollections  of  sportive,  careless  boy- 
hood, cemented  the  intimacy  into  a  more  familiar  bond 
than  the  sectarian  had  contracted  really  with  any  of 
his  late  associates. 

Lucretia  regarded  this  growing  friendship  with  great 
uneasiness — the  uneasiness  increased  to  alarm,  when 
one  day,  in  the  presence  of  Ardworth,  Braddell,  writh- 
ing with  a  sudden  spasm,  said,  "  I  cannot  account  for 
these  strange  seizures — I  think  verily  I  am  poisoned  !" 
and  his  dull  eye  rested  on  Lucretia's  pallid  brow. 
She  was  unusually  thoughtful  for  some  days  after  this 
remark,  and  one  morning  she  informed  her  husband 
that  she  had  received  the  intelligence  that  a  relation, 
from  whom  she  had  pecuniary  expectations,  was  dan- 
gerously ill,  and  requested  his  permission  to  visit  this 
sick  kinsman,  who  dwelt  in  a  distant  county.  Brad- 
dell's  eyes  brightened  at  the  thought  of  her  absence ; 
with  little  further  questioning  he  consented  ;  and  Lu- 
cretia, sure  perhaps  that  the  barb  was  in  the  side  of 
her  victim,  and  reckoning,  it  may  be,  on  greater  free- 
dom from  suspicion  if  her  husband  died  in  her  absence, 
left  the  house.  It  was,  indeed,  to  the  neighbourhood 
of  her  kindred  that  she  went.  In  a  private  conver- 
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sation  with  Ardworth,  when  questioning  him  of  his 
news  of  the  present  possessor  of  Laughton,  he  had  in- 
formed her  that  he  had  heard  accidentally  that  Ver- 
non's  two  sons  (Percival  was  not  then  born)  were  sickly ; 
and  she  went  into  Hampshire,  secretly  and  unknown, 
to  see  what  were  really  the  chances  that  her  son  might 
yet  become  the  lord  of  her  lost  inheritance. 

During  this  absence,  Braddell,  now  gloomily  aware 
that  his  days  were  numbered,  resolved  to  put  into  prac- 
tice the  idea  long  contemplated,  and  even  less  favoured 
by  his  spite  than  justified  by  the  genuine  convictions 
of  his  conscience.  Whatever  his  faults,  sincere  at 
least  in  his  religious  belief,  he  might  well  look  with 
dread  to  the  prospect  of  the  training  and  education  his 
son  would  receive  from,  the  hands  of  a  mother  Avho  had 
blasphemed  his  sect,  and  openly  proclaimed  her  infi- 
delity. By  will,  it  is  true,  he  might  create  a  trust,  and 
appoint  guardians  to  his  child.  But  to  have  lived 
under  the  same  roof  with  his  wife,  nay  to  have  carried 
her  back  to  that  roof  when  she  had  left  it,  afforded 
tacit  evidence  that,  whatever  the  disagreement  between 
them,  her  conduct  could  hardly  have  merited  her  ex- 
clusion from  the  privileges  of  a  mothe^  The  guard- 
ianship might  therefore  avail  little  to  frustrate  Lucre- 
tia's  indirect  contamination,  if  not  her  positive  control. 
Beside,  where  guardians  are  appointed  money  must  be 
left ;  and  Braddell  knew  that  at  his  death  his  assets 
would  be  found  insufficient  for  his  debts.  Who  would 
be  guardian  to  a  penniless  infant  ?  He  resolved,  there- 
fore, to  send  his  child  from  his  roof,  to  some  place 


192  LUCRETIA. 

where,  if  reared  humbly,  it  might  at  least  be  brought 
up  in  the  right  faith — some  place  which  might  defy 
the  search  and  be  beyond  the  perversion  of  the  unbe- 
lieving mother.  He  looked  round,  and  discovered  no 
instrument  for  his  purpose  that  seemed  so  ready  as 
"Walter  Ardworth.  For  by  this  time  he  had  thoroughly 
excited  the  pity  and  touched  the  heart  of  that  good- 
natured,  easy  man.  His  representations  of  the  miscon- 
duct of  Lucretia  were  the  more  implicitly  believed  by 
one  who  had  always  been  secretly  prepossessed  against 
her — who,  admitted  to  household  intimacy,  was  an  eye- 
witness to  her  hard  indifference  to  her  husband's  suffer- 
ings— who  saw  in  her  very  request  not  to  betray  her 
gentle  birth,  the  shame  she  felt  in  her  election — who 
regarded  with  indignation  her  unfeeling  desertion  of 
Braddell  in  his  last  moments,  and  who,  besides  all  this, 
had  some  private  misfortunes  of  his  own,  which  made 
him  the  more  ready  listener  to  themes  on  the  faults  of 
women,  and  had  already,  by  mutual  confidences,  opened 
the  hearts  of  the  two  ancient  schoolfellows  to  each 
other's  complaints  and  wrongs.  The  only  other  confi- 
dante in  the  refuge  selected  for  the  child  was  a  member 
of  the  same  community  as  Braddell,  who  kindly  under- 
took to  search  for  a  pious,  godly  woman,  who,  upon  such 
pecuniary  considerations  as  Braddell,  by  robbing  his  cre- 
ditors, could  afford  to  bestow,  would  permanently  offer  to 
the  poor  infant  a  mother's  home  and  a  mother's  care. 
When  this  woman  was  found,  Braddell  confided  his 
child  to  Ardworth,  with  such  a  sum  as  he  could  scrape 
together  for  its  future  maintenance.  And  to  Ardworth, 
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rather  than  to  his  fellow-sectarian,  this  double  trust 
was  given,  because  the  latter  feared  scandal  and  mis- 
representation if  he  should  be  ostensibly  mixed  up 
in  so  equivocal  a  charge.  Poor  and  embarrassed  as 
Walter  Ardworth  was,  Braddell  did  not  for  once  mis- 
interpret character  when  he  placed  the  money  in  his 
hands ;  and  this  because  the  characters  we  have  known 
in  transparent  boyhood  we  have  known  for  ever.  Ard- 
worth Avas  reckless,  and  his  whole  life  had  been  wrecked 
— his  whole  nature  materially  degraded — by  the  want 
of  common  thrift  and  prudence.  His  own  money 
slipped  through  his  fingers,  and  left  him  surrounded 
by  creditors,  whom,  rigidly  speaking,  he  thus  defrauded ; 
but  direct  dishonesty  was  as  wholly  out  of  the  chapter 
of  his  vices,  as  if  he  had  been  a  man  of  the  strictest 
principles  and  the  steadiest  honour. 

The  child  was  gone — the  father  died — Lucretia  re- 
turned, as  we  have  seen  in  Grabman's  letter,  to  the 
house  of  death,  to  meet  suspicion  and  cold  looks,  and 
menial  accusations,  and  an  inquest  on  the  dead ;  but 
through  all  this  the  reft  tigress  mourned  her  stolen 
whelp.  As  soon  as  all  evidence  against  her  was  proved 
legally  groundless,  and  she  had  leave  to  depart,  she 
searched  blindly  and  frantically  for  her  lost  child ;  but 
in  vain.  The  utter  and  penniless  destitution  in  which 
she  was  left  by  her  husband's  decease  did  not  suffice  to 
terminate  her  maddening  chase.  On  foot  she  wandered 
from  village  to  village,  and  begged  her  way  wherever  a 
false  clue  misled  her  steps. 

VOL.   II.  N 
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At  last,  in  reluctant  despair,  she  resigned  the  pursuit, 
and  found  herself  "one  day  in  the  midst  of  the  streets 
of  London,  half-famished  and  in  rags  ;  and  before  her 
suddenly,  now  grown  into  vigorous  youth — blooming, 
sleek,  and  seemingly  prosperous — stood  Gabriel  Varney. 
By  her  voice,  as  she  approached  and  spoke,  he  recog- 
nised his  step-mother;  and,  after  a  short  pause  of 
hesitation,  he  led  her  to  his  home.  It  is  not  our  pur- 
pose (for  it  is  not  necessary  to  those  passages  of  their 
lives  from  which  we  have  selected  the  thread  of  our 
tale)  to  follow  these  two,  thus  united,  through  their 
general  career  of  spoliation  and  crime.  Birds  of  prey, 
they  searched  in  human  follies  and  human  errors  for 
their  food :  sometimes  severed,  sometimes  together, 
their  interests  remained  one.  Varney  profited  by  the 
mightier  and  subtler  genius  of  evil  to  which  he  had 
leashed  himself;  for,  caring  little  for  luxuries,  and 
dead  to  the  softer  senses,  she  abandoned  to  him  readily 
the  larger  share  of  their  plunder.  Under  a  variety  of 
names  and  disguises,  through  a  succession  of  frauds, 
some  vast  and  some  mean,  but  chiefly  on  the  Conti- 
nent, they  had  pursued  their  course,  eluding  all  danger 
and  baffling  all  law. 

Between  three  and  four  years  before  this  period, 
Varney's  uncle,  the  painter,  by  one  of  those  unex- 
pected caprices  of  fortune  which  sometimes  find  heirs 
to  a  millionnaire  at  the  weaver's  loom  or  the  labourer's 
plough,  had  suddenly,  by  the  death  of  a  very  distant 
kinsman,  whom  he  had  never  seen,  come  into  posses- 
sion of  a  small  estate,  which  he  sold  for  £6000.  Ee- 


LUCRETIA.  195 

tiring  from  his  profession,  he  lived  as  comfortably  as 
his  shattered  constitution  permitted,  upon  the  interest 
of  this  sum ;  and  he  wrote  to  his  nephew,  then  at 
Paris,  to  communicate  the  good  news,  and  offer  the 
hospitality  of  his  hearth.  Varney  hastened  to  Lon- 
don. Shortly  afterwards  a  nurse,  recommended  as  an 
experienced,  useful  person  in  her  profession,  by  Ni- 
cholas Grabman,  who,  in  many  a  tortuous  scheme,  had 
been  Gabriel's  confederate,  was  installed  in  the  poor 
painter's  house.  From  that  time  his  infirmities  in- 
creased. He  died,  as  his  doctor  said,  "  by  abstaining 
from  the  stimulants  to  which  his  constitution  had  been 
so  long  accustomed ; "  and  Gabriel  Varney  was  sum- 
moned to  the  reading  of  the  will.  To  his  inconceiv- 
able disappointment,  instead  of  bequeathing  to  his 
nephew  the  free  disposal  of  his  £6000,  that  sum  was 
assigned  to  trustees  for  the  benefit  of  Gabriel  and  his 
children  yet  unborn  :  "An  inducement,"  said  the  poor 
testator,  tenderly,  "  for  the  boy  to  marry  and  reform  ! " 
So  that  the  nephew  could  only  enjoy  the  interest,  and 
had  no  control  over  the  capital  The  interest  of  £6000 
invested  in  the  Bank  of  England,  was  flocci,  nauci  to 
the  voluptuous  spendthrift,  Gabriel  Varney  ! 

Now,  these  trustees  were  selected  from  the  pain- 
ter's earlier  and  more  respectable  associates,  who  had 
dropped  him,  it  is  true,  in  his  days  of  beggary  and 
disrepute,  but  whom  the  fortune  that  made  him  re- 
spectable had  again  conciliated.  One  of  these  trustees 
had  lately  retired  to  pass  the  remainder  of  his  days  at 
Boulogne ; — the  other  was  a  hypochondriacs!  valetu- 
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dinarian  ;  neitlier  of  them,  in  short,  a  man  of  business. 
Gabriel  was  left  to  draw  out  the  interest  of  the  money 
as  it  became  periodically  due  at  the  Bank  of  England. 
In  a  few  months  the  trustee  settled  at  Boulogne  died 
—  the  trust,  of  course,  lapsed  to  Mr  Stubmore,  the 
valetudinarian  survivor.  Soon  pinched  by  extrava- 
gances, and  emboldened  by  the  character  and  helpless 
state  of  the  surviving  trustee,  Varney  forged  Mr  Stub- 
more' s  signature  to  an  order  on  the  Bank,  to  sell  out 
such  portion  of  the  capital  as  his  wants  required.  The 
impunity  of  one  offence  begot  courage  for  others,  till 
the  whole  was  wellnigh  expended.  Upon  these  sums 
Yarney  had  lived  very  pleasantly,  and  he  saw  with  a 
deep  sigh  the  approaching  failure  of  so  facile  a  resource. 
In  one  of  the  melancholy  moods  engendered  by  this 
reflection,  Yarney  happened  to  be  in  the  very  town  in 
France  in  which  the  Mainwarings,  in  their  later  years, 
had  taken  refuge,  and  from  which  Helen  had  been  re- 
moved to  the  roof  of  Mr  Fieldon.  By  accident  he 
heard  the  name,  and,  his  curiosity  leading  to  further 
inquiries,  learned  that  Helen  was  made  an  heiress  by 
the  will  of  her  grandfather.  With  this  knowledge 
came  a  thought  of  the  most  treacherous,  the  most  mis- 
creant and  the  vilest  crime,  that  even  he  had  yet  per- 
petrated ;  so  black  was  it  that  for  a  while  he  abso- 
lutely struggled  against  it.  But  in  guilt  there  seems 
ever  a  Necessity,  that  urges  on,  step  after  step,  to  the 
last  consummation.  Yarney  received  a  letter  to  inform 
him  that  the  last  surviving  trustee  was  no  more — that 
the  trust  was,  therefore,  now  centred  in  his  son  and 
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heir — that  that  gentleman  was  at  present  very  busy  in 
settling  his  own  affairs,  and  examining  into  a  very 
mismanaged  property  in  Devonshire,  which  had  de- 
volved upon  him  ;  but  that  he  hoped  in  a  few  months 
to  discharge  more  efficiently  than  his  father  had  done 
the  duties  of  trustee,  and  that  some  more  profitable 
investment  than  the  Bank  of  England  would  probably 
occur. 

This  new  trustee  was  known  personally  to  Yarney 
— a  contemporary  of  his  own,  and,  in  earlier  youth,  a 
pupil  to  his  uncle.  But,  since  then,  he  had  made  way 
in  life,  and  retired  from  the  Profession  of  Art.  This 
younger  Stubmore  he  knew  to  be  a  bustling,  officious 
man  of  business — somewhat  greedy  and  covetous,  but 
withal  somewhat  weak  of  purpose,  good-natured  in 
the  main,  and  with  a  little  lukewarm  kindness  for 
Gabriel,  as  a  quondam  fellow-pupil  That  Stubmore 
would  discover  the  fraud  was  evident — that  he  would 
declare  it,  for  his  own  sake,  was  evident  also  ;  that  the 
Bank  would  prosecute — that  Varney  would  be  con- 
victed—was no  less  surely  to  be  apprehended.  There 
was  only  one  chance  left  to  the  forger  :  if  he  could  get 
into  his  hands,  and  in  time,  before  Stubmore's  bustling 
interference,  a  sum  sufficient  to  replace  what  had 
been  fraudulently  taken,  he  might  easily  manage,  he 
thought,  to  prevent  the  forgery  ever  becoming  known. 
K^ay,  if  Stubmore,  roused  into  strict  personal  investiga- 
tion by  the  new  power  of  attorney,  which  a  new  in- 
vestment in  the  Bank  would  render  necessary,  should 
ascertain  what  had  occurred,  his  liabilities  being  now 
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indemnified,  and  the  money  replaced,  Varney  thought 
he  could  confidently  rely  on  his  ci-devant  fellow-pupil's 
assent  to  wink  at  the  forgery,  and  hush  up  the  matter. 
But  this  was  his  only  chance.  How  was  the  money 
to  be  gained1?  He  thought  of  Helen's  fortune,  and 
the  last  scruple  gave  way  to  the  imminence  of  his 
peril,  and  the  urgency  of  his  fears. 

With  this  decision  he  repaired  to  Lucretia,  whose 
concurrence  was  necessary  to  his  designs.  Long  habits 
of  crime  had  now  deepened  still  more  the  dark  and 
stern  colour  of  that  dread  woman's  sombre  nature. 
But  through  all  that  had  ground  the  humanity  from 
her  soul,  one  human  sentiment,  fearfully  tainted  and 
adulterated  as  it  was,  still  struggled  for  life  —  the 
memory  of  the  mother.  It  was  by  this,  her  least 
criminal  emotion,  that  Varney  led  her  to  the  worst  of 
her  crimes.  He  offered  to  sell  out  the  remainder  of 
the  trust-money  by  a  fresh  act  of  forgery — to  devote 
such  proceeds  to  the  search  for  her  lost  Vincent ;  he 
revived  the  hopes  she  had  long  since  gloomily  relin- 
quished, till  she  began  to  conceive  the  discovery  easy 
and  certain.  He  then  brought  before  her  the  prospect 
of  that  son's  succession  to  Laughton — but  two  lives 
now  between  him  and  those  broad  lands — those  two 
lives,  associated  with  just  cause  of  revenge  ! — two  lives  ! 
Lucretia,  till  then,  did  not  know  that  Susan  had  left 
a  child — that  a  pledge  of  those  nuptials,  to  which  she 
imputed  all  her  infamy,  existed  to  revive  a  jealousy 
never  extinguished,  appeal  to  the  hate  that  had  grown 
out  of  her  love.  More  readily  than  Varney  had  anti- 
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cipated,  and  with,  fierce  exultation,  she  fell  into  his 
horrible  schemes. 

Thus  had  she  returned  to  England,  and  claimed  the 
guardianship  of  her  niece.  Varney  engaged  a  dull 
house  in  the  suburb,  and,  looking  out  for  a  servant  not 
likely  to  suspect  and  betray,  found  the  nurse  who  had 
watched  over  his  uncle's  last  illness  ;  but  Lucretia, 
according  to  her  invariable  practice,  rejected  all  menial 
accomplices — reposed  no  confidence  in  the  tools  of  her 
black  deeds.  Feigning  an  infirmity  that  would  mock 
all  suspicion  of  the  hand  that  mixed  the  draught,  and 
the  step  that  stole  to  the  slumber,  she  defied  the 
justice  of  earth,  and  stood  alone  under  the  omniscience 
of  Heaven. 

Various  considerations  had  delayed  the  execution  of 
the  atrocious  deed  so  coldly  contemplated.  Lucretia 
herself  drew  back;  perhaps  more  daunted  by  con- 
science than  she  herself  was  distinctly  aware, — and 
disguising  her  scruples  in  those  yet  fouler  refinements 
of  hoped  revenge  which  her  conversations  with  Var- 
ney have  betrayed  to  the  reader.  The  failure  of  the 
earlier  researches  for  the  lost  Vincent,  the  suspended 
activity  of  Stubmore,  left  the  more  impatient  murderer 
leisure  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  St  John,  steal  into 
the  confidence  of  Helen,  and  render  the  insurances  on 
the  life  of  the  latter  less  open  to  suspicion  than  if 
effected  immediately  on  her  entrance  into  that  shamble- 
house,  and  before  she  could  be  supposed  to  form  that 
affection  for  her  aunt  which  made  probable  so  tender  a 
forethought.  These  causes  of  delay  now  vanished,  the 
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Parcae  closed  the  abrupt  woof,  and  lifted  the  impend- 
ing shears. 

Lucretia  had  long  since  dropped  the  name  of 
Braddell.  She  shrank  from  proclaiming  those  second 
spousals,  sullied  by  the  degradation  to  which  they  had 
exposed  her,  and  the  suspicions  implied  on  the  inquest 
on  her  husband,  until  the  hour  for  acknowledging  her 
son  should  arrive.  She  resumed,  therefore,  the  name 
of  Dalibard,  and  by  that  we  will  continue  to  call  her. 
!NY)r  was  Varney  uninfluential  in  dissuading  her  from 
proclaiming  her  second  marriage  till  occasion  necessi- 
tated. If  the  son  were  discovered,  and  the  proofs  of 
his  birth  in  the  keeping  of  himself  and  his  accomplice, 
his  avarice  naturally  suggested  the  expediency  of 
wringing  from  that  son  some  pledge  of  adequate  reward 
on  succession  to  an  inheritance  which  they  alone  could 
secure  to  him  :  out  of  this  fancied  fund,  not  only 
Grabman,  but  his  employer,  was  to  be  paid.  The 
concealment  of  the  identity  between  Mrs  Braddell  and 
Madame  Dalibard  might  facilitate  such  an  arrangement. 
This  idea  Varney  locked  as  yet  in  his  own  breast.  He 
did  not  dare  to  speak  to  Lucretia  of  the  bargain  he 
ultimately  meditated  with  her  son. 


CHAPTEK    XIX. 

Mr  Grabman's  Adventures. 

THE  lackeys  in  their  dress  liveries  stood  at  the  porch 
of  Laughton,  as  the  postilions  drove  rapidly  along  the 
road,  sweeping  through  venerable  groves  tinged  with 
the  hues  of  autumn,  up  to  that  stately  pile.  From  the 
window  of  the  large  cumbrous  vehicle,  which  Percival, 
mindful  of  Madame  Dalibard's  infirmity,  had  hired  for 
her  special  accommodation,  Lucretia  looked  keenly 
forth.  On  the  slope  of  the  hill  grouped  the  deer,  and 
below,  where  the  lake  gleamed,  the  swan  rested  on  the 
wave.  Farther  on  to  the  left,  gaunt  and  stag-headed, 
rose,  living  still,  from  the  depth  of  the  glen,  Guy's 
memorable  oak.  Coming  now  in  sight,  though  at  a 
distance,  the  grey  church  tower  emerged  from  the  sur- 
rounding masses  of  solemn  foliage.  Suddenly,  the 
road  curves  round,  and  straight  before  her  (the  rooks 
cawing  above  the  turrets,  the  sun  reflected  from  the 
vanes)  Lucretia  gazes  on  the  halls  of  Laughton.  And 
didst  thou  not,  O  Guy's  oak,  murmur  warning  from 
thine  oracular  hollows  ?  And  thou  who  sleepest  below 
the  church  tower,  didst  thou  not  turn,  Miles  St  John, 
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in  thy  grave,  when,  with  such  tender  care,  the  young 
Lord  of  Laughton  bore  that  silent  guest  across  his 
threshold,  and  with  credulous  moistened  eyes,  welcomed 
Treason  and  Murder  to  his  hearth  1 

There,  at  the  porch,  paused  Helen,  gazing  with  the 
rapt  eye  of  the  poetess  on  the  broad  landscape,  checkered 
by  the  vast  shadows  cast  from  the  setting  sun.  There, 
too,  by  her  side,  lingered  Varney,  with  an  artist's  eye 
for  the  stately  scene,  till  a  thought,  not  of  art,  changed 
the  face  of  the  earth,  and  the  view  without  mirrored 
back  the  Golgotha  of  his  souL 

Leave  them  thus — we  must  hurry  on. 

One  day  a  traveller  stopped  his  gig  at  a  public- 
house  in  a  village  in  Lancashire.  He  chucked  the 
rein  to  the  ostler,  and  in  reply  to  a  question  what  oats 
should  be  given  to  the  horse,  said — "  Hay  and  water 
— the  beast  is  on  job."  Then  sauntering  to  the  bar, 
he  called  for  a  glass  of  raw  brandy  for  himself ;  and 
while  the  host  drew  the  spirit  forth  from  the  tap,  he 
asked,  carelessly,  if,  some  years  ago,  a  woman  of  the 
name  of  Joplin  had  not  resided  in  the  village. 

"  It  is  strange,"  said  the  host,  musingly. 

"  What  is  strange  ? " 

"  Why,  we  have  just  had  a  gent  asking  the  same 
question.  I  have  only  been  here  nine  year  come 
December,  but  my  old  ostler  was  born  in  the  village, 
and  never  left  it.  So  the  gent  had  in  the  ostler,  and 
he  is  now  gone  into  the  village  to  pick  up  what  else  he 
can  learn." 

This  intelligence  seemed  to  surprise  and  displease 
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the  traveller.  "  "What  the  deuce  !  "  he  muttered ;  "  does 
Jason  mistrust  me  1  Has  he  set  another  dog  on  the 
scent  1  Humph  !  "  He  drained  off  his  brandy,  and 
sallied  forth  to  confer  with  the  ostler. 

"Well,  my  friend,"  said  Mr  Grabman,  for  the 
traveller  was  no  other  than  that  worthy — "well,  so 
you  remember  Mrs  Joplin  more  than  twenty  years 
ago— eh  ? " 

"  Yees,  I  guess  ;  more  than  twenty  years  since  she 
left  the  Pleck."  * 

"  Ah,  she  seems  to  have  been  a  restless  body  !  she 
had  a  child  with  her  ?  " 

"  Yees,  I  moind  that." 

"  And  I  daresay  you  heard  her  say  the  child  was 
not  her  own,  that  she  was  paid  well  for  it,  eh  ? " 

"  Noa ;  my  missus  did  not  loike  me  to  chaffer  much 
with  neighbour  Joplin,  for  she  was  but  a  bad  'un — 
pretty  fease,  too.  She  lived  agin  the  wogh  t  yonder, 
where  you  see  that  gent  coming  out." 

"  Oho  !  that  is  the  gent  who  was  asking  after  Mrs 
Joplin  1  " 

"  Yes ;  and  he  giv'  me  half-a-croon  ! "  said  the  clever 
ostler,  holding  out  his  hand. 

Mr  Grabman,  too  thoughtful,  too  jealous  of  his  rival, 
to  take  the  hint  at  that  moment,  darted  off,  as  fast  as 
his  thin  legs  could  carry  him,  towards  the  unwelcome 
interferer  in  his  own  business. 

Approaching  the  gentleman — a  tall,  powerful-look- 

•  *  Pleck,— Lancashire  and  Yorkshire,  synonym  for  place. 
t  Any  lice, — wall. 
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ing  young  man — he  somewhat  softened  his  tone,  and 
mechanically  touched  his  hat,  as  he  said — 

"  What,  sir  !  are  you,  too,  in  search  of  Mrs  Joplin  ? " 

"  Sir,  I  am,"  answered  the  young  man,  eyeing  Grab- 
man  deliberately,  "  and  you,  I  suppose,  are  the  person 
I  have  found  before  me  on  the  same  search — first,  at 

Liverpool ;  next,  at  C ,  about  fifteen  miles  from 

that  town ;  thirdly,  at  L ;  and  now  we  meet  here. 

You  have  had  the  start  of  me.  What  have  you 
learned  1 " 

Mr  Grabrnan  smiled  :  "  Softly,  sir,  softly.  May  I 
first  ask  (since  open  questioning  seems  the  order  of  the 
day)  whether  I  have  the  honour  to  address  a  brother 
practitioner — one  of  the  law,  sir — one  of  the  law  1 " 

"  I  am  one  of  the  law." 

Mr  Grabman  bowed  and  scowled. 

"  And  may  I  make  bold  to  ask  the  name  of  your 
client  ? " 

"  Certainly,  you  may  ask.  Every  man  has  a  right 
to  ask  what  he  pleases,  in  a  civil  way." 

"  But  you'll  not  answer  ?  Deep  !  Oh,  I  understand  ! 
Very  good.  But  I  am  deep  too,  sir.  You  know  Mr 
Varney,  I  suppose  ? " 

The  gentleman  looked  surprised.  His  bushy  brows 
met  over  his  steady,  sagacious  eyes ;  but  after  a 
moment's  pause,  the  expression  of  the  face  cleared  up. 

"  It  is  as  I  thought,"  he  said  half  to  himself.  "  Who 
else  could  have  had  an  interest  in  similar  inquiries  1 — 
Sir,"  he  added,  with  a  quick  and  decided  tone,  "  you 
are,  doubtless,  employed  by  Mr  Varney  on  behalf  of 
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Madame  Dalibard,  and  in  search  of  evidence  connected 
with  the  loss  of  an  unhappy  infant.  I  am  on  the  same 
quest,  and  for  the  same  end.  The  interests  of  your 
client  are  mine.  Two  heads  are  hotter  than  one  :  let 
us  unite  our  ingenuity  and  endeavours." 

"And  share  the  pec,  I  suppose,"  said  Grabman, 
dryly,  buttoning  up  his  pockets. 

"  Whatever  fee  you  may  expect  you  will  have,  any- 
how, whether  I  assist  you  or  not.  I  expect  no  fee — 
for  mine  is  a  personal  interest,  which  I  serve  gratui- 
tously ;  but  I  can  undertake  to  promise  you,  on  my 
own  part,  more  than  the  ordinary  professional  reward 
for  your  co-operation." 

"  "Well,  sir,"  said  Grabman,  mollified,  "  you  speak 
very  much  like  a  gentleman.  My  feelings  were  hurt 
at  first,  I  own.  I  am  hasty,  but  I  can  listen  to  reason. 
Will  you  walk  back  with  me  to  the  house  you  have 
just  left  ?  and  suppose  we  then  turn  in  and  have  a 
chop  together,  and  compare  notes." 

"  Willingly ! "  answered  the  tall  stranger,  and  the 
two  inquisitors  amicably  joined  company.  The  result 
of  their  inquiries  was  not,  however,  very  satisfactory. 
No  one  knew  whither  Mrs  Joplin  had  gone,  though  all 
agreed  it  was  in  company  with  a  man  of  bad  character 
and  vagrant  habits  ;  all  agreed,  too,  in  the  vague  recol- 
lection of  the  child,  and  some  remembered  that  it  was 
dressed  in  clothes  finer  than  would  have  been  natural 
to  an  infant  legally  and  filially  appertaining  to  Mrs 
Joplin.  One  old  woman  remembered  that  on  her  re- 
proaching Mrs  Joplin  for  some  act  of  great  cruelty  to 
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the  poor  babe,  she  replied  that  it  was  not  her  flesh  and 
blood,  and  that  if  she  had  not  expected  more  than  she 
had  got,  she  would  never  have  undertaken  the  charge. 
On  comparing  the  information  gleaned  at  the  previous 
places  of  their  research,  they  found  an  entire  agreement 
as  to  the  character  personally  borne  by  Mrs  Joplin. 
At  the  village  to  which  their  inquiry  had  been  first 
directed,  she  was  known  as  a  respectable,  precise  young 
woman,  one  of  a  small  congregation  of  rigid  dissenters. 
She  had  married  a  member  of  the  sect,  and  borne  him 
a  child,  which  died  two  weeks  after  birth.  She  was 
then  seen  nursing  another  infant — though  how  she 
came  by  it  none  knew.  Shortly  after  this  her  husband, 
a  journeyman  carpenter  of  good  repute,  died ;  but,  to 
the  surprise  of  the  neighbours,  Mrs  Joplin  continued 
to  live  as  comfortably  as  before,  and  seemed  not  to  miss 
the  wages  of  her  husband ;  nay,  she  rather  now,  as  if 
before  kept  back  by  the  prudence  of  the  deceased, 
launched  into  a  less  thrifty  mode  of  life,  and  a  gaiety 
of  dress  at  variance  both  with  the  mourning  her  recent 
loss  should  have  imposed,  and  the  austere  tenets  of  her 
sect.  This  indecorum  excited  angry  curiosity,  and  drew 
down  stern  remonstrance.  Mrs  Joplin,  in  apparent 
disgust  at  this  intermeddling  with  her  affairs,  withdrew 
from  the  village  to  a  small  town  about  twenty  miles 
distant,  and  there  set  up  a  shop.  But  her  moral  lapse 
became  now  confirmed  ;  her  life  was  notoriously  aban- 
doned, and  her  house  the  resort  of  all  the  reprobates 
of  the  place.  Whether  her  means  began  to  be  ex- 
hausted, or  the  scandal  she  provoked  attracted  the 
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notice  of  the  magistrates,  and  imposed  a  check  on  her 
course,  was  not  very  certain,  but  she  sold  off  her  goods 
suddenly,  and  was  next  tracked  to  the  village  in  which 
Mr  Grabnian  met  his  new  coadjutor ;  and  there,  though 
her  conduct  was  less  flagrant,  and  her  expenses  less 
reckless,  she  made  but  a  very  unfavourable  impression, 
which  was  confirmed  by  her  flight  with  an  itinerant 
hawker  of  the  lowest  possible  character.  Seated  over 
their  port  wine,  the  two  gentlemen  compared  their 
experiences,  and  consulted  on  the  best  mode  of  re- 
mending  the  broken  thread  of  their  research ;  when 
Mr  Grabnian  said,  coolly,  "  But,  after  all,  I  think  it 
most  likely  that  we  are  not  on  the  right  scent.  This 
bantling  may  not  be  the  one  we  search  for." 

"  Be  not  misled  by  that  doubt.  To  arrive  at  the 
evidence  we  desire,  we  must  still  track  this  wretched 
woman." 

"  You  are  certain  of  that  ? " 

"  Certain." 

"  Hem  !  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Mr  Walter  Ard- 
worth  1 " 

"  Yes ;  what  of  him  ? " 

"  Why,  he  can  best  tell  us  where  to  look  for  the 
child." 

"  I  am  sure  he  would  counsel  as  I  do." 

"  You  know  him,  then  1 " 

"  I  do." 

"  What !— he  lives  still  1 " 

"  I  hope  so." 

"  Can  you  bring  me  across  him  1 " 
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"  If  necessary." 

"And  that  young  man  who  goes  by  his  name, 
brought  up  by  Mr  Fielden " 

"Well,  sir?" 

"  Is  he  not  the  son  of  Mr  Braddell  ? " 

The  stranger  was  silent,  and,  shading  his  face  with 
his  hand,  seemed  buried  in  thought.  He  then  rose, 
took  his  candle,  and  said  quietly — 

"  Sir,  I  wish  you  good  evening.  I  have  letters  to 
write  in  my  own  room.  I  will  consider  by  to-morrow, 
if  you  stay  till  then,  whether  we  can  really  aid  each 
other  further,  or  whether  we  should  pursue  our  re- 
searches separately."  With  these  words  he  closed  the 
door;  and  Mr  Grabman  remained  baffled  and  bewil- 
dered. 

However,  he  too  had  a  letter  to  write ;  so,  calling 
for  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  a  pint  of  brandy,  he  in- 
dited his  complaints  and  his  news  to  Yarney : 

"  Jason "  he  began,  "  are  you  playing  me  false  ? 
Have  you  set  another  man  on  the  track  with  a  view  to 
bilk  me  of  my  promised  fee  ?  Explain,  or  I  throw  up 
the  business." 

Herewith  Mr  Grabman  gave  a  minute  description 
of  the  stranger,  and  related  pretty  accurately  what  had 
passed  between  that  gentleman  and  himself.  He  then 
added  the  progress  of  his  own  inquiries,  and  renewed, 
as  peremptorily  as  he  dared,  his  demand  for  candour 
and  plain  dealing.  Now,  it  so  happened  that,  in 
stumbling  up-stairs  to  bed,  Mr  Grabman  passed  the 
room  in  which  his  mysterious  fellow-seeker  was  lodged, 
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and,  as  is  the  usage  in  hostels,  a  pair  of  boots  stood 
outside  the  door,  to  be  cleaned  betimes  in  the  morn- 
ing. Though  somewhat  drunk,  Grabman  still  preserved 
the  rays  of  his  habitual  astuteness.  A  clever  and  a  na- 
tural idea  shot  across  his  brain,  illuminating  the  fumes 
of  the  brandy ;  he  stooped,  and  while  one  hand  on  the 
wall  steadied  his  footing,  with  the  other  he  fished  up 
a  boot,  and  peering  within,  saw  legibly  written,  "  John 
Ardworth,  Esq.,  Gray's  Inn."  At  that  sight,  he  felt 
what  a  philosopher  feels  at  the  sudden  elucidation  of 
a  troublesome  problem.  Down-stairs  again  tottered 
Grabman,  reopened  his  letter,  and  wrote — "  P.S. — I 
have  wronged  you,  Jason,  by  my  suspicions  ;  never 
mind — Jubilate!  This  interloper,  who  made  me  so 
jealous — who,  think  you,  it  is?  Why,  young  Ard- 
worth himself — that  is,  the  lad  who  goes  by  such 
name.  Now,  is  it  not  clear? — of  course,  no  one  else 
has  such  interest  in  learning  his  birth  as  the  lost  child 
himself — here  he  is  !  If  old  Ardworth  lives  (as  he 
says),  old  Ardworth  has  set  him  to  work  on  his  own 
business.  But  then,  that  Fielden — rather  a  puzzler 
that !  Yet,  no  ; — now  I  understand — old  Ardworth 
gave  the  boy  to  Mrs  Joplin,  and  took  it  away  from 
her  again  when  he  went  to  the  parson's.  Now,  cer- 
tainly, it  may  be  quite  necessary  to  prove — first,  that 
the  boy  he  took  from  Mr  Braddell's  he  gave  to  Mrs 
Joplin  ;  secondly,  that  the  boy  he  left  with  Mr  Fielden 
was  the  same  that  he  took  again  from  that  woman — 
therefore  the  necessity  of  finding  out  Mother  Joplin, 
an  essential  witness  :  Q.  E.  D.,  Master  Jason  ! " 

VOL.   II.  O 
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It  was  not  till  tlie  sun  had  been  some  hours  risen, 
that  Mr  Grabman  imitated  that  luminary's  example. 
When  he  did  so,  he  found,  somewhat  to  his  chagrin, 
that  John  Ardworth  had  long  been  gone.  In  fact,  what- 
ever the  motive  that  had  led  the  latter  on  the  search, 
he  had  succeeded  in  gleaning  from  Grabman  all  that 
that  person  could  communicate,  and  their  interview 
had  inspired  him  with  such  disgust  of  the  attorney, 
and  so  small  an  opinion  of  the  value  of  his  co-opera- 
tion (in  which  last  belief,  perhaps,  he  was  mistaken), 
that  he  had  resolved  to  continue  his  inquiries  alone, 
and  had  already,  in  his  early  morning's  walk  through 
the  village,  ascertained  that  the  man  with  whom  Mrs 
Joplin  had  quitted  the  place  had  some  time  after  been 
sentenced  to  six  months'  imprisonment  in  the  county 
jaiL  Possibly  the  prison  authorities  might  know  some- 
thing to  lead  to  his  discovery;  and  through  him  the 
news  of  his  paramour  might  be  gained. 


CHAPTEE    XX. 

More  of  Mrs  Joplin. 

ONE  day  at  the  hour  of  noon,  the  court  boasting  the 
tall  residence  of  Mr  Grabman  was  startled  from  the 
quiet  usually  reigning  there  at  broad  daylight,  by  the 
appearance  of  two  men,  evidently  no  inhabitants  of 
the  place.  The  squalid,  ill-favoured  denizens  loung- 
ing before  the  doors,  stared  hard ;  and,  at  the  fuller 
view  of  one  of  the  men,  most  of  them  retreated  hastily 
within.  Then,  in  those  houses,  you  might  have  heard 
a  murmur  of  consternation  and  alarm.  The  ferret  was 
in  the  burrow — a  Bow  Street  officer  in  the  court ! 
The  two  men  paused,  looked  round,  and,  stopping  be- 
fore the  dingy  tower-like  house,  selected  the  bell  which 
appealed  to  the  inmates  of  the  ground-floor  to  the  left. 
At  that  summons  Bill  the  cracksman  imprudently  pre- 
sented a  full  view  of  his  countenance  through  his  barred 
window;  he  drew  it  back  with  astonishing  celerity; 
but  not  in  time  to  escape  the  eye  of  the  Bow  Street 
runner. 

"  Open  the  door,  Bill — there's  nothing  to  fear — I 
have  no  summons  against  you,  'pon  honour.      You 
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know  I  never  deceive.  "Why  should  I?  Open  the 
door,  I  say  ! " 

No  answer. 

The  officer  tapped  with  his  cane  at  the  foul  window. 

"  Bill !  there's  a  gentleman  who  conies  to  you  for 
information,  and  he  will  pay  for  it  handsomely." 

Bill  again  appeared  at  the  casement,  and  peeped 
forth,  very  cautiously,  through  the  bars. 

"  Bless  my  vitals,  Mr  R !  and  it  is  you,  is  it  ? 

What  were  you  saying  about  '  paying  handsomely  ? ' ': 

"  That  your  evidence  is  wanted — not  against  a  pal, 
man.  It  will  hurt  no  one,  and  put  at  least  five  guineas 
in  your  pocket." 

"  Ten  guineas  ! "  said  the  Bow  Street  officer's  com- 
panion. 

"  You  be's  a  man  of  honour,  Mr  R !  "  said  Bill, 

emphatically ;  "  and  I  scorns  to  doubt  you,  so  here 
goes." 

With  that  he  withdrew  from  the  window,  and  in 
another  minute  or  so  the  door  was  opened,  and  Bill, 
with  a  superb  bow,  asked  his  visitors  into  his  room. 

In  the  interval,  leisure  had  been  given  to  the  cracks- 
man to  remove  all  trace  of  the  wonted  educational  em- 
ployment of  his  hopeful  children.  The  urchins  were 
seated  on  the  floor,  playing  at  push-pin ;  and  the 
Bow  Street  officer  benignly  patted  a  pair  of  curly 
heads  as  he  passed  them,  drew  a  chair  to  the  table, 
and,  wiping  his  forehead,  sat  down,  quite  at  home. 
Bill  then  deliberately  seated  himself,  and,  unbuttoning 
his  waistcoat,  permitted  the  butt-ends  of  a  brace  of 
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pistols  to  be  seen  by  his  guests.  Mr  R 's  com- 
panion seemed  very  unmoved  by  this  significant  action. 
He  bent  one  inquiring  steady  look  on  the  cracksman, 
which,  as  Bill  afterwards  said,  went  through  him 
"  like  a  gimlet  through  a  panny,"  and  taking  out  a 
purse,  through  the  network  of  which  the  sovereigns 
gleamed  pleasantly,  placed  it  on  the  table  and  said  : 

"  This  purse  is  yours,  if  you  will  tell  me  what  has 
become  of  a  woman  named  Joplin,  with  whom  you  left 
the  village  of ,  in  Lancashire,  in  the  year  18 — ." 

"  And,"  put  in  Mr  E ,  "  the  gentleman  wants  to 

knoAv,  with  no  view  of  harming  the  woman.  It  will 
be  to  her  own  advantage  to  inform  us  where  she  is." 

"  Ton  honour,  again  ! "  said  Bill. 

"  Ton  honour  ! " 

"  "Well,  then,  I  has  a  heart  in  my  buzzom,  and  if  so 
be  I  can  do  a  good  turn  to  the  'oman  wot  I  has  loved, 
and  kep  company  with,  why  not  1 " 

"  Why  not,  indeed  ? "  said  Mr  E .  "  And  as  we 

want  to  learn  not  only  what  has  become  of  Mrs  Joplin, 
but  what  she  did  with  the  child  she  carried  off  from 

,  begin  at  the  beginning,  and  tell  us  all  you 

know." 

Bill  mused. 

"  How  much  is  there  in  the  pus  ? " 

"  Eighteen  sovereigns." 

"  Make  it  twenty — you  nod — twenty,  then  ? — a  bar- 
gain !  Now  I'll  go  on  right  ahead.  You  sees  as  how, 
some  months  arter  we — that  is,  Peggy  Joplin  and  self 
— left ,  I  was  put  in  quod  in  Lancaster  jail — so  I 
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lost  sight  of  the  blowen.  When  I  got  out,  and  came 
to  Lunnun,  it  was  a  matter  of  seven  year,  afore,  all  of 
a  sudding,  I  came  bang  up  agin  her,  at  the  corner  of 
Common  Garden.  '  Why,  Bill ! '  says  she.  '  Why, 
Peggy  ! '  says  I — and  we  bussed  each  other  like  winky. 
'  Shall  us  come  together  agin  ? '  says  she.  '  Why,  no,' 
says  I — '  I  has  a  wife  wot's  a  good  un — and  gets  her 
bread  by  setting  up  as  a  widder  with  seven  small 
childern !  By  the  by,  Peg,  what's  a-corne  of  your 
brat  ? '  for,  as  you  says,  sir,  Peg  had  a  child  put  out  to 
her  to  nurse.  Lor  !  how  she  cuffed  it !  '  The  brat ! ' 
says  she,  laughing  like  mad — '  Oh,  I  got  rid  o'  that 
when  you  were  in  jail,  Bill'  '  As  how  1 '  says  I. 
'  Why,  there  was  a  woman  beggin  agin  St  Poll's 
churchyard — so  I  purtended  to  see  a  frind  at  a  dis- 
tance— '  'old  the  babby  a  moment,'  says  I,  puffing  and 
and  panting — while  I  ketches  my  frind  yonder.'  So 
she  'olds  the  brat,  and  I  never  sees  it  agin ; — and 
there's  an  ind  of  the  bother  ! '  '  But  won't  they  ever 
ax  for  the  child — them  as  giv'  it  you  1 '  '  Oh,  no,' 
says  Peg,  '  they  left  it  too  long  for  that,  and  all  the 
tin  was  a-gone ;  and  one  mouth  is  hard  enough  to  feed 
in  these  days  ! — let  by  other  folks'  bantlings.'  '  Well,' 
says  I,  '  where  do  you  hang  out  ?  I'll  pop  in,  in  a 
friendly  way.'  So  she  tells  me — som'are  in  Lambeth 
(I  forgets  hexactly) — and  many's  the  good  piece  of 
work  we  ha'  done  togither." 

"  And  where  is  she  now  ? "  asked  Mr  E 's  com- 
panion. 

"  I  doesn't  know  purcisely,  but  I  can  com'  at  her : 
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you  see,  when  my  poor  wife  died,  four  year  com' 
Chris'mas,  and  left  me  with,  as  fine  a  faniuly,  tho'  I 
says  it,  as  hold  King  Georgy  himself  walked  afore, 
with  his  gold-'eaded  cane,  on  the  terris  at  Vindsor — 
all  heights  and  all  hages,  to  the  babby  in  arms  (for  the 
littel  un  there  warn't  above  a  year  old,  and  had  been 
a-brought  up  upon  spoon-meat,  with  a  dash  o'  blue- 
rum  to  make  him  slim  and  ginteel) ;  as  for  the  bigger 
uns  wot  you  don't  see,  they  be  doin'  well  in  forin 
parts,  Mr  E ! " 

Mr  R smiled  significantly. 

Bill  resumed.  "  Where  was  I  ?  Oh,  when  my  wife 
died,  I  wanted  some  un  to  take  care  of  the  childern, 
so  I  takes  Peg  into  the  'ouse.  But,  Lor' !  how  she 
larrupped  'em — she  has  a  cruel  heart — hasn't  she,  Bob  ? 
Bob  is  a  'cute  child,  Mr  E .  Just  as  I  was  a- think- 
ing of  turning  her  out  neck  an'  crop,  a  gemman  what 
lodges  aloft,  wot  be  a  laryer,  and  wot  had  just  saved 

my  nick,  Mr  R ,  by  proving  a  halibi,  said,  '  That's 

a  tidy  body,  your  Peg  ! ' — for  you  see  he  was  often  a- 
wisiting  here,  an'  hindeed,  sin'  thin  he  has  taken  our 
third  floor,  ]STo.  9 — '  I've  bin  a-speakin'  to  her,  and  I 
find  she  has  been  a  nuss  to  the  sick.  I  has  a  frind 
wots  a  huncle  that's  ill,  can  you  spare  her,  Bill,  to 
attind  him  ? '  '  That  I  can,'  says  I,  '  anything  to 
obleedge.'  So  Peg  packs  off — bag  and  baggidge." 

"  And  what  was  the  sick  gentleman's  name  ? "  asked 
Mr  E 's  companion. 

"  It  was  one  Mr  "Warney — a  painter,  wot  lived  at 
Clap'am.  Since  thin  I've  lost  sight  of  Peg :  for  we 
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had  'igh  words  about  the  childern — and  she's  a  spiteful 
'oman.  But  you  can  larn  where  she  be  at  Mr  Warney's 
— if  so  be  he's  still  above  ground." 

"  And  did  this  woman  still  go  by  the  name  of  Jop- 
lin?" 

Bill  grinned :  "  She  warn't  such  a  spooney  as  that 
— that  name  was  in  your  black  books  too  much,  Mr 

E ,  for  a  'spectable  nuss  for  sick  bodies ;  no,  she 

was  then  called  Martha  Skeggs,  what  was  her  own 
mother's  name  afore  marriage.  Anything  more,  gem- 
men  ? " 

"  I  am  satisfied,"  said  the  younger  visitor,  rising ; 

"  there  is  the  purse,  and  Mr  E will  bring  you  ten 

sovereigns  in  addition.  Good-day  to  you." 

Bill,  with  superabundant  bows  and  flourishes,  showed 
his  visitors  out,  and  then,  in  high  glee,  he  began  to 
romp  with  his  children-;  and  the  whole  family  circle 
was  in  a  state  of  uproarious  enjoyment  when  the  door 
flew  open,  and  in  entered  Grabman,  his  brief-bag  in 
hand,  dust-soiled,  and  unshaven. 

"  Aha,  neighbour  !  your  servant  —  your  servant — 
just  come  back  ! — always  so  merry — for  the  life  of  me, 
I  couldn't  help  looking  in  !  Dear  me,  Bill !  why, 
you're  in  luck  ! "  and  Mr  Grabman  pointed  to  a  pile 
of  sovereigns  which  Bill  had  emptied  from  the  purse 
to  count  over,  and  weigh  on  the  tip  of  his  forefinger. 

"  Yes,"  said  Bill,  sweeping  the  gold  into  his  corduroy 
pocket ;  "  and  who  do  you  think  brought  me  these 
shiners?  Why,  who  but  old  Peggy,  the  'oman  wot 
you  put  out  at  Clap'am." 
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"  Well,  never  mind  Peggy  now,  Bill ;  I  want  to  ask 
you  what  you  have  done  with  Margaret  Joplin — whom, 
sly  seducer  that  you  are,  you  carried  off  from " 

"  Why,  man,  Peggy  be  Joplin,  and  Joplin  be  Peggy ! 
— and  it's  for  that  piece  of  noos  that  I  got  all  them 
pretty  new  picters  of  his  majesty,  Bill — my  namesaake, 
God  bliss  'im  ! " 

"  D n,"  exclaimed  Grabman,  aghast  —  "  the 

young  chap's  spoiling  my  game  again  !  "  And  seizing 
up  his  brief-bag,  he  darted  out  of  the  house  in  the 
hope  to  arrive,  at  least,  at  Clapham  before  his  com- 
petitors. 


CHAPTER  XXL 

Beck's  Discovery. 

UNDER  the  cedar  trees  at  Laughton  sat  that  accursed 
and  abhorrent  being,  who  sat  there  young,  impassioned, 
hopeful,  as  Lucretia  Clavering — under  the  old  cedar 
trees,  which,  save  that  their  vast  branches  cast  an  im- 
perceptibly broader  shade  over  the  mossy  sward,  the 
irrevocable  winters  had  left  the  same.  Where,  through 
the  nether  boughs,  the  autumn  sunbeams  came  aslant, 
the  windows,  enriched  by  many  a  haughty  scutcheon, 
shone  brightly  against  the  western  rays.  From  the 
flower-beds  in  the  quaint  garden  near  at  hand,  the 
fresh  yet  tranquil  air  wafted  faint  perfumes  from  the 
lingering  heliotrope  and  fading  rose.  The  peacock 
perched  dozingly  on  the  heavy  balustrade  ;  the  blithe 
robin  hopped  busily  along  the  sun- track  on  the  lawn ; 
in  the  distance  the  tinkling  bells  of  the  flock,  the 
plaining  low  of  some  wandering  heifer,  while  break- 
ing the  silence,  seemed  still  to  blend  with  the  repose. 
All  images  around  lent  themselves  to  complete  that 
picture  of  stately  calm,  which  is  the  character  of  those 
old  mansion  -  houses,  which  owner  after  owner  has 
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loved,  and  heeded — leaving  to  them  the  graces  of 
antiquity,  guarding  them  from  the  desolation  of  decay. 

Alone  sat  Lucretia  under  the  cedar  trees,  and  her 
heart  made  dismal  contrast  to  the  noble  tranquillity 
that  breathed  around.  From  whatever  softening  or 
repentant  emotions  which  the  scene  of  her  youth  might 
first  have  awakened — from  whatever  of  less  unholy 
anguish  which  memory  might  have  caused,  when  she 
first,  once  more,  sat  under  those  remembered  boughs, 
and,  as  a  voice  from  a  former  world,  some  faint  whis- 
per of  youthful  love  sighed  across  the  waste  and  ashes 
of  her  devastated  soul — from  all  such  rekindled  hu- 
manities in  the  past  she  had  now,  with  gloomy  power, 
wrenched  herself  away.  Crime,  such  as  hers,  admits 
not  long  .the  sentiment  that  softens  the  remorse  of 
gentler  error.  If  there  wakes  one  moment  from  the 
past  the  warning  and  melancholy  ghost,  soon  from 
that  abyss  rises  the  Fury  with  the  lifted  scourge,  and 
hunts  on  the  frantic  footsteps  towards  the  future.  In 
the  future,  the  haggard  intellect  of  crime  must  live ; 
must  involve  itself  mechanically  in  webs  and  meshes, 
and  lose  past  and  present  in  the  welcome  atmosphere 
of  darkness. 

Thus,  while  Lucretia  sat,  and  her  eyes  rested  upon 
the  halls  of  her  youth,  her  mind  overleapt  the  gulf 
that  yet  yawned  between  her  and  the  object  on  which 
she  was  bent.  Already,  in  fancy,  that  home  was  hers 
again ; — its  present  possessor  swept  away,  the  inter- 
loping race  of  Yernon,  ending  in  one  of  those  abrupt 
lines  familiar  to  genealogists,  which  branch  out  busily 
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from  the  main  tree,  as  if  all  pith  and  sap  were  mono- 
polised by  them,  continue  for  a  single  generation,  and 
then  shrink  into  a  printer's  bracket,  with  the  formal 
laconism,  'Died  without  issue.'  Back,  then,  in  the 
pedigree  would  turn  the  eye  of  some  curious  descend- 
ant, and  see  the  race  continue  in  the  posterity  of  Lu- 
cretia  Clavering. 

"With  all  her  ineffable  vices,  mere  cupidity  had  not, 
as  we  have  often  seen,  been  a  main  characteristic  of 
this  fearful  woman ;  and  in  her  design  to  endow,  by 
the  most  determined  guilt,  her  son  with  the  heritage 
of  her  ancestors,  she  had  hitherto  looked  but  little  to 
mere  mercenary  advantages  for  herself ;  but  now,  in  the 
sight  of  that  venerable  and  broad  domain,  a  covetous- 
ness,  absolute  in  itself,  broke  forth.  Could  she  have 
gained  it  for  her  own  use,  rather  than  her  son's,  she 
would  have  felt  a  greater  zest  in  her  ruthless  purpose. 
She  looked  upon  the  scene  as  a  deposed  monarch  upon 
his  usurped  realm ;  it  was  her  right.  The  early  sense 
of  possession  in  that  inheritance  returned  to  her.  Re- 
luctantly would  she  even  yield  her  claims  to  her  child. 
Here,  too,  in  this  atmosphere  she  tasted  once  more 
what  had  long  been  lost  to  her — the  luxiiry  of  that 
dignified  respect  which  surrounds  the  well-born.  Here, 
she  ceased  to  be  the  suspected  adventuress,  the  friend- 
less outcast,  the  needy  wrestler  with  hostile  fortune, 
the  skulking  enemy  of  the  law.  She  rose  at  once,  and 
without  effort,  to  her  original  state — the  honoured 
daughter  of  an  illustrious  house.  The  homeliest  wel- 
come that  greeted  her  from  some  aged  but  unforgotten 
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villager,  the  salutation  of  homage,  the  bated  breath  of 
humble  reverence — even  trifles  like  these  were  dear  to 
her,  and  made  her  the  more  resolute  to  retain  them. 
In  her  calm,  relentless  onward  vision,  she  saw  herself 
enshrined  in  those  halls,  ruling  in  the  delegated  autho- 
rity of  her  son,  safe  evermore  from  prying  suspicion 
and  degrading  need,  and  miserable  guilt  for  miserable 
objects.  Here,  but  one  great  crime,  and  she  resumed 
the  majesty  of  her  youth  !  "While  thus  dwelling  on 
the  future,  her  eye  did  not  even  turn  from  those  sunlit 
towers  to  the  forms  below,  and  more  immediately  in- 
viting its  survey.  On  the  very  spot  where,  at  the 
opening  of  this  tale,  sat  Sir  Miles  St  John,  sharing  his 
attention  between  his  dogs  and  his  guest — sat  now 
Helen  Mainwaring  ;  against  the  balustrade,  where  had 
lounged  Charles  Yernon,  leant  Percival  St  John ;  and 
in  the  same  place  where  he  had  stationed  himself  that 
eventful  evening,  to  distort,  in  his  malignant  sketch, 
the  features  of  his  father,  Gabriel  Varney,  with  almost 
the  same  smile  of  irony  on  his  lips,  was  engaged  in 
transferring  to  his  canvass  a  more  faithful  likeness  of 
the  heir's  intended  bride.  Helen's  countenance,  in- 
deed, exhibited  comparatively  but  little  of  the  ravages 
which  the  pernicious  aliment,  administered  so  noise- 
lessly, made  upon  the  frame.  The  girl's  eye,  it  is  true, 
had  sunk,  and  there  was  a  languid  heaviness  in  its 
look ;  but  the  contour  of  the  cheek  was  so  naturally 
rounded,  and  the  features  so  delicately  fine,  that  the 
fall  of  the  muscles  was  less  evident ;  and  the  bright 
warm  hue  of  the  complexion,  and  the  pearly  sparkle 
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of  the  teeth,  still  gave  a  fallacious  freshness  to  the 
aspect.  But,  as  yet,  the  poisoners  had  forborne  those 
ingredients  which  invade  the  springs  of  life,  resorting 
only  to  such  as  undermine  the  health,  and  prepare  the 
way  to  unsuspected  graves.  Out  of  the  infernal  variety 
of  the  materials  at  their  command,  they  had  selected  a 
mixture  which  works  by  sustaining  perpetual  fever ! 
which  gives  little  pain,  little  suffering,  beyond  that  of 
lassitude  and  thirst ;  which  wastes  like  consumption, 
and  yet  puzzles  the  physician,  by  betraying  few  or 
none  of  its  ordinary  symptoms.  But  the  disorder,  as 
yet,  was  not  incurable — its  progress  would  gradually 
cease  with  the  discontinuance  of  the  venom. 

Although  October  was  far  advanced,  the  day  was  as 
mild  and  Avarm  as  August.  But  Percival,  who  had 
been  watching  Helen's  countenance  with  the  anxiety 
of  love  and  fear,  now  proposed  that  the  sitting  should 
be  adjourned.  The  sun  was  declining,  and  it  was  cer- 
tainly no  longer  safe  for  Helen  to  be  exposed  to  the 
air  without  exercise.  He  proposed  that  they  should 
walk  through  the  garden,  and  Helen,  rising  cheerfully, 
placed  her  hand  on  his  arm.  But  she  had  scarcely 
descended  the  steps  of  the  terrace,  when  she  stopped 
short  and  breathed  hard  and  painfully.  The  spasm 
was  soon  over,  and  walking  slowly  on,  they  passed 
Lucretia  with  a  brief  word  or  two,  and  were  soon  out 
of  sight  amongst  the  cedars. 

"Lean  more  on  my  arm,  Helen,"  said  PercivaL 
"  How  strange  it  is  that  the  change  of  air  has  done 
so  little  for  you,  and  our  country  doctor  still  less  !  I 
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should  feel  miserable  indeed  if  Simmons,  whom  my 
mother  always  considered  very  clever,  did  not  assure 
me  that  there  was  no  ground  for  alarm — that  these 
symptoms  were  only  nervous.  Cheer  up,  Helen — 
sweet  love,  cheer  up  !  " 

Helen  raised  her  face,  and  strove  to  smile,  but  the 
tears  stood  in  her  eyes  :  "  It  would  be  hard  to  die 
now,  Percival ! "  she  said,  falteringly. 

"  To  die  —  oh,  Helen  !  No  ;  we  must  not  stay 
here  longer — the  air  is  certainly  too  keen  for  you. 
Perhaps  your  aunt  will  go  to  Italy — why  not  all  go 
there  and  seek  my  mother  ?  And  she  will  nurse  you, 

Helen, — and — and "  He  could  not  trust  his  voice 

further. 

Helen  pressed  his  arm  tenderly.  "  Forgive  me,  dear 
Percival — it  is  but  at  moments  that  I  feel  so  despon- 
dent— now  again  it  is  past.  Ah,  I  so  long  to  see  your 
mother  !  when  will  you  hear  from  her  ?  Are  you  not 
too  sanguine  1 — do  you  really  feel  sure  she  will  consent 
to  so  lowly  a  choice  ? " 

"Never  doubt*  her  affection  —  her  appreciation  of 
you,"  answered  Percival  gladly,  and  hoping  that  Helen's 
natural  anxiety  might  be  the  latent  cause  of  her  dejected 
spirits  :  "  often  when  talking  of  the  future,  under  these 
very  cedars,  my  mother  has  said — '  You  have  no  cause 
to  marry  for  ambition — marry  only  for  your  happiness.' 
She  never  had  a  daughter — in  return  for  all  her  love, 
I  shall  give  her  that  blessing." 

Thus  talking,  the  lovers  rambled  on  till  the  sunset, 
and  then,  returning  to  the  house,  they  found  that 
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Varney  and  Madame  Dalibard  had  preceded  tliem. 
That  evening  Helen's  spirits  rose  to  their  natural 
buoyancy.  And  Percival's  heart  was  once  more  set  at 
ease  by  her  silvery  laugh. 

When,  at  their  usual  early  hour,  the  rest  of  the 
family  retired  to  sleep,  Percival  remained  in  the  draw- 
ing-room to  write  again  and  at  length  to  Lady  Mary 
and  Captain  Greville.  "While  thus  engaged,  his  valet 
entered  to  say  that  Beck,  who  had  been  out  since  the 
early  morning  in  search  of  a  horse  that  had  strayed 
from  one  of  the  pastures,  had  just  returned  with  the 
animal,  who  had  wandered  nearly  as  far  as  Southamp- 
ton. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Percival,  abstractedly, 
and  continuing  his  letter. 

The  valet  still  lingered — Percival  looked  up  in  sur- 
prise. 

"If  you  please,  sir,  you  said  you  particularly  wished 
to  see  Beck  when  he  came  back." 

"  I — oh,  true  !  Tell  him  to  wait.  I  will  speak  to 
him  by-and-by — you  need  not  sit  up  for  me — let  Beck 
attend  to  the  bell." 

The  valet  withdrew.  Percival  continued  his  letter, 
and  filled  page  after  page,  and  sheet  after  sheet ;  and 
when  at  length  the  letters,  not  containing  a  tithe  of 
what  he  wished  to  convey,  were  brought  to  a  close,  he 
fell  into  a  reverie  that  lasted  till  the  candles  burnt  low, 
and  the  clock  from  the  turret  tolled  one.  Starting  up 
in  surprise  at  the  lapse  of  time,  Percival  then,  for  the 
lirst  time,  remembered  Beck,  and  rang  the  bell. 
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The  ci-devant  sweeper,  in  his  smart  livery,  appeared 
at  the  door. 

"  Beck,  my  poor  fellow,  I  am  ashamed  to  have  kept 
you  waiting  so  long ;  but  I  received  a  letter  this  morn- 
ing which  relates  to  you.  Let  me  see,  I  left  it  in  my 
study  up-stairs.  Ah — you'll  never  find  the  way — fol- 
low me — I  have  some  questions  to  put  to  you." 

"  Nothin'  agin  my  carakter  I  hopes,  your  honour," 
said  Beck,  timidly. 

"  Oh,  no  ! " 

"Noos  of  the  mattris  then?"  exclaimed  Beck,  joy- 
fully. 

"Nor  that  either,"  answered  Percival,  laughing,  as 
he  lighted  the  chamber  candlestick,  and,  followed  by 
Beck,  ascended  the  grand  staircase  to  a  small  room 
which,  as  it  adjoined  his  sleeping  apartment,  he  had 
habitually  used  as  his  morning  writing -room  and 
study. 

Percival  had,  indeed,  received  that  day  a  letter  which 
had  occasioned  him  much  surprise  ;  it  was  from  John 
Ardworth,  and  ran  thus  : — 

"  MY  DEAR  PERCIVAL,  —  It  seems  that  you  have 
taken  into  your  service  a  young  man  known  only  by 
the  name  of  Beck.  Is  he  now  with  you  at  Laughton  ? 
If  so,  pray  retain  him,  and  suffer  him  to  be  in  readi- 
ness to  come  to  me  at  a  day's  notice  if  wanted,  though 
it  is  probable  enough  that  I  may  rather  come  to  you. 
At  present,  strange  as  it  may  seem  to  you,  I  am  de- 
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tained  in  London  by  business  connected  with  that  im- 
portant personage.  Will  you  ask  him  carelessly,  as  it 
were,  in  the  meanwhile,  the  following  questions  : — 

"  First :  How  did  he  become  possessed  of  a  certain 
child's  coral,  which  he  left  at  the  house  of  one  Becky 
Carruthers,  in  Cole's  Buildings  ? 

"  Secondly  :  Is  he  aware  of  any  mark  on  his  arm — 
if  so,  will  he  describe  it  ? 

"  Thirdly  :  How  long  has  he  known  the  said  Becky 
Carruthers  ? 

"  Fourthly :  Does  he  believe  her  to  be  honest  and 
truthful  1 

"  Take  a  memorandum  of  his  answers,  and  send  it  to 
me.  I  am  pretty  well  aware  of  what  they  are  likely 
to  be ;  but  I  desire  you  to  put  the  questions,  that  I 
may  judge  if  there  be  any  discrepancy  between  his 
statement  and  that  of  Mrs  Carruthers.  I  have  much 
to  tell  you,  and  am  eager  to  receive  your  kind  congra- 
tulations upon  an  event  that  has  given  me  more  hap- 
piness than  the  fugitive  success  of  my  little  book. 
Tenderest  regards  to  Helen ;  and,  hoping  soon  to  see 
you,  ever  affectionately  yours. 

"  P.S. — Say  not  a  word  of  the  contents  of  this  letter 
to  Madame  Dalibard,  Helen,  or  to  any  one  except  Beck. 
Caution  him  to  the  same  discretion.  If  you  can't  trust 
to  his  silence,  send  him  to  town."" 

"When  the  post  brought  this  letter,  Beck  was  already 
gone  on  his  errand,  and  after  puzzling  himself  with 
vague  conjectures,  Percival's  mind  had  been  naturally 
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too  absorbed  with  his  anxieties  for  Helen  to  recur 
much  to  the  subject. 

Now,  refreshing  his  memory  with  the  contents  of 
the  letter,  he  drew  pen  and  ink  before  him,  put  the 
questions  seriatim,  noted  down  the  answers  as  desired, 
and  smiling  at  Beck's  frightened  curiosity  to  know 
who  could  possibly  care  about  such  matters,  and  feel- 
ing confident  (from  that  very  fright)  of  his  discretion, 
dismissed  the  groom  to  his  repose. 

Beck  had  never  been  in  that  part  of  the  house  be- 
fore ;  and  when  he  got  into  the  corridor  he  became 
bewildered,  and  knew  not  which  turn  to  take — the 
right  or  the  left.  He  had  no  candle  with  him,  but 
the  moon  canie  clear  through  a  high  and  wide  sky- 
light ;  the  light,  however,  gave  him  no  guide.  While 
pausing,  much  perplexed,  and  not  sure  that  he  should 
even  know  again  the  door  of  the  room  he  had  just 
quitted,  if  venturing  to  apply  to  his  young  master  for 
a  clue  through  such  a  labyrinth,  he  was  inexpressibly 
startled  and  appalled  by  a  sudden  apparition.  A  door 
at  one  end  of  the  corridor  opened  noiselessly,  and  a 
figure,  at  first  scarcely  distinguishable,  for  it  was  robed 
from  head  to  foot  in  a  black  shapeless  garb,  scarcely 
giving  even  the  outline  of  the  human  form,  stole  forth. 
Beck  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  crept  mechanically  close 
within  the  recess  of  one  of  the  doors  that  communi- 
cated with  the  passage.  The  figure  advanced  a  few 
steps  towards  him  ;  and  what  words  can  describe  his 
astonishment,  when  he  beheld  thus  erect,  and  in  full 
possession  of  physical  power  and  motion,  the  palsied 
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cripple  whose  chair  he  had  often  seen  wheeled  into 
the  garden,  and  whose  unhappy  state  was  the  common 
topic  of  comment  in  the  servants'  hall  ?  Yes,  the  moon 
from  ahove  shone  full  upon  that  face  which  never, 
once  seen,  could  be  forgotten.  And  it  seemed  more 
than  mortally  stern  and  pale,  contrasted  with  the  sable 
of  the  strange  garb,  and  beheld  by  that  mournful  light. 
tiad  a  ghost,  indeed,  risen  from  the  dead,  it  could 
scarcely  have  appalled  him  more.  Madame  Dalibard 
did  not  see  the  involuntary  spy,  for  the  recess  in 
which  he  had  crept  was  on  that  side  of  the  wall  on 
which  the  moon's  shadow  was  cast.  With  a  quick  step 
she  turned  into  another  room,  opposite  that  which  she 
had  quitted,  the  door  of  which  stood  ajar,  and  vanished 
noiselessly  as  she  had  appeared. 

Taught  suspicion  by  his  earlier  acquaintance  with 
the  "  night  side  "  of  human  nature,  Beck  had  good 
cause  for  it  here — this  detection  of  an  imposture  most 
familiar  to  his  experience — that  of  a  pretended  cripple 
— the  hour  of  the  night — the  evil  expression  on  the 
face  of  the  deceitful  guest — Madame  Dalibard's  fami- 
liar intimacy  and  near  connection  with  Varuey — Var- 
ney, the  visitor  to  Grabman,  who  received  no  visitors 
but  those  who  desire  not  to  go  to  law,  but  to  escape 
from  its  penalties — Varney,  who  had  dared  to  brave 
the  Eesurrection  Man  in  his  den,  and  who  seemed  so 
fearlessly  at  home  in  abodes  where  nought  but  poverty 
could  protect  the  honest — Varney  now,  with  that 
strange  woman,  an  inmate  of  a  house  in  which  the 
master  was  so  young,  so  inexperienced,  so  liable  to  be 
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duped  "by  his  own  generous  nature — all  these  ideas, 
vaguely  combined,  inspired  Beck  with  as  vague  a 
terror :  surely  something,  he  knew  not  what,  was 
about  to  be  perpetrated  against  his  benefactor — some 
scheme  of  villany  which  it  was  his  duty  to  detect.  He 
breathed  hard,  formed  his  resolves,  and,  stealing  on 
tiptoe,  followed  the  shadowy  form  of  the  poisoner 
through  the  half -opened  doorway.  The  shutters  of 
the  room  of  which  he  thus  crossed  the  threshold  were 
not  closed — the  moon  shone  in,  bright  and  still.  He 
kept  his  body  behind  the  door,  peeping  in  with  strain- 
ing, fearful  stare.  He  saw  Madame  Dalibard  standing 
beside  a  bed,  round  winch  the  curtains  were  closed, 
standing  for  a  moment  or  so  motionless,  as  if  in  the 
act  of  listening,  with  one  hand  on  a  table  beside  the 
bed.  He  then  saw  her  take  from  the  folds  of  her  dress 
something  white  and  glittering,  and  pour  from  it  what 
appeared  to  him  but  a  drop  or  two — cautiously,  slowly — 
into  a  phial  on  the  table,  from  which  she  withdrew  the 
stopper :  that  done,  she  left  the  phial  where  she  had 
found  it,  again  paused  a  moment,  and  turned  towards 
the  door.  Beck  retreated  hastily  to  his  former  hiding- 
place,  and  gained  it  in  time.  Again  the  shadowy  form 
passed  him,  and  again  the  white  face  in  the  white 
moonlight  froze  his  blood  with  its  fell  and  horrible  ex- 
pression. He  remained  cowering  and  shrinking  against 
the  wall  for  some  time,  striving  to  collect  his  wits,  and 
considering  what  he  should  do.  His  first  thought  was 
to  go  at  once  and  inform  St  John  of  what  he  had  wit- 
nessed. But  the  poor  have  a  proverbial  dread  of  de- 
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posing  aught  against  a  superior.      Madame  Dalibard 
would  deny  his  tale — the  guest  would  be  believed 
against  the  menial — he  should  be  but  dismissed  with 
ignominy.     At  that  idea  he  left  his  hiding-place,  and 
crept  along  the  corridor  in  the  hope  of  finding  some 
passage  at  the  end  which  might  lead  to  the  offices. 
But  when  he  arrived  at  the  other  extremity,  he  was 
only  met  by  great  folding-doors,  which  evidently  com- 
municated with  the  state  apartments.    He  must  retrace 
his  steps — he  did  so  ;  and  when  he  came  to  the  door 
which  Madame  Dalibard  had  entered,  and  which  still 
stood  ajar,  he  had  recovered  some  courage,  and  with 
courage  curiosity  seized  him.    For  what  purpose  could  the 
strange  woman  seek  that  room  at  night  so  feloniously  ? 
— what  could  she  have  poured,  and  with  sucli  stealthy 
caution,  into  the  phial  1     Naturally  and  suddenly  the 
idea  of  poison  flashed  across  him.     Tales  of  such  crime 
(as,  indeed,  of  all  crime)  had  necessarily  often  thrilled 
the  ear  of  the  vagrant  fellow-lodger  with  burglars  and 
outlaws.     But  poison  to  whom  ?     Could  it  be  meant 
for  his  benefactor?    Could  St  John  sleep  in  that  room  ? 
— why  not  ?     The  woman  had  sought  the  chamber  be- 
fore her  young  host  had  retired  to  rest,  and  mingled 
her  potion  with  some  medicinal  draught.     All  fear 
vanished  before  the  notion  of  danger  to  his  employer. 
He  stole  at  once  through  the  doorway,  and  noiselessly 
approached  the  table  on  which  yet  lay  the  phial.     His 
hand  closed  on  it  firmly.    He  resolved  to  carry  it  away, 
and  consider  next  morning  what  next  to  do.     At  all 
events,  it  might  contain  some  proof  to  back  his  tale 
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and  justify  his  suspicions.  "When  he  came  once  more 
into  the  corridor,  he  made  a  quick  rush  onwards,  and 
luckily  arrived  at  the  staircase.  There  the  blood-red 
stains  reflected  on  the  stone  floors  from  the  blazoned 
casements  daunted  him  little  less  than  the  sight  at  which 
his  hair  still  bristled.  He  scarcely  drew  breath  till 
he  had  got  into  his  own  little  crib,  in  the  wing  set  apart 
for  the  stablemen,  when  at  length  he  fell  into  broken 
and  agitated  sleep — the  visions  of  all  that  had  succes- 
sively disturbed  him  waking,  united  confusedly,  as  in 
one  picture  of  gloom  and  terror.  He  thought  that  he 
was  in  his  old  loft  in  St  Giles's ;  that  the  Gravestealer 
was  wrestling  with  Varney  for  his  body,  while  he  him- 
self, lying  powerless  on  his  paPct,  fancied  he  shoidd  be 
safe  so  long  as  he  could  retain,  as  a  talisman,  his  child's 
coral,  which  he  clasped  to  his  heart.  Suddenly,  in 
that  black  shapeless  garb  in  which  he  had  beheld  her, 
Madame  Dalibard  bent  over  him  with  her  stern  colour- 
less face,  and  wrenched  from  him  his  charm.  Then, 
ceasing  his  struggle  with  his  horrible  antagonist,  Varney 
laughed  aloud,  and  the  Gravestealer  seized  him  in  his 
deadly  arms. 
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The  Tapestry  Chamber. 

WHEN  Beck  woke  the  next  morning,  and  gradually 
recalled  all  that  had  so  startled  and  appalled  him  the 
previous  night — the  grateful  creature  felt,  less  by  the 
process  of  reason  than  by  a  brute  instinct,  that  in  the 
mysterious  resuscitation  and  nocturnal  wanderings  of 
the  pretended  paralytic  some  danger  menaced  his  mas- 
ter— he  became  anxious  to  learn  whether  it  was  really 
St  John's  room  Madame  Dalibard  stealthily  visited. 
A  bright  idea  struck  him — and  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  at  an  hour  when  the  family  were  out  of  doors,  he 
contrived  to  coax  the  good-natured  valet,  who  had 
taken  him  under  his  special  protection,  to  show  him 
over  the  house.  He  had  heard  the  other  servants  say 
there  was  such  a  power  of  fine  things,  that  a  peep  into 
the  rooms  was  as  good  as  a  show,  and  the  valet  felt 
pride  in  being  cicerone  even  to  Beck.  After  having 
stared  sufficiently  at  the  banquet-hall  and  the  drawing- 
room,  the  armour,  the  busts,  and  the  pictures,  and 
listened,  open-mouthed,  to  his  guide's  critical  observa- 
tions, Beck  was  led  up  the  great  stairs  into  the  old 
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family  picture-gallery,  and  into  Sir  Miles's  ancient  room 
at  the  end,  which  had  been  left  undisturbed,  with  the 
bed  still  in  the  angle  ;  on  returning  thence,  Beck  found 
himself  in  the  corridor  which  communicated  with  the 
principal  bedrooms,  in  which  he  had  lost  himself  the 
night  before. 

"And  vot  room  be  that  vith  the  littul  vite  'ead  hover 
the  door  *? "  asked  Beck,  pointing  to  the  chamber  from 
which  Madame  Dalibard  had  emerged. 

"  That  white  head,  Master  Beck,  is  Floorer  the  god- 
dess ;  but  a  heathen  like  you  knows  nothing  about 
goddesses.  Floorer  has  a  half-moon  in  her  hair,  you 
see,  which  shows  that  the  idolatrous  Turks  worship 
her,  for  the  Turkish  flag  is  a  half-moon,  as  I  have  seen 
at  Constantinople  !  I  have  travelled,  Beck." 

"  And  vot  room  be  it  1  Is  it  the  master's  1 "  per- 
sisted Beck. 

"  No,  the  pretty  young  lady,  Miss  Mainwaring,  has 
it  at  present.  There  is  nothing  to  see  in  it.  But  that 
one,  opposite" — and  the  valet  advanced  to  the  door 
through  which  Madame  Dalibard  had  disappeared — 
"  that  is  curious  ;  and  as  Madame  is  out,  we  may  just 
take  a  peep."  He  opened  the  door  gently,  and  Beck 
looked  in.  "  This,  which  is  called  the  turret-chamber, 
was  Madame's  when  she  was  a  girl,  I  have  heard  old 
Bessy  say;  so  master  pops  her  there  now.  For  my 
part,  I'd  rather  sleep  in  your  little  crib  than  have 
those  great  gruff-looking  figures  staring  at  me  by  the 
firelight,  and  shaking  their  heads  with  every  wind  on 
a  winter's  night."  And  the  valet  took  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
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as  he  drew  Beck's  attention  to  the  faded  tapestry  on 
the  walls.  As  they  spoke,  the  draught  between  the  door 
and  the  window  caused  the  gloomy  arras  to  wave  with 
a  life-like  motion ;  and  to  those  more  superstitious 
than  romantic  the  chamber  had  certainly  no  inviting 
aspect. 

"I  never  sees  these  old  tapestry  rooms,"  said  the 
valet,  "without  thinking  of  the  story  of  the  lady 
who,  coming  from  a  ball  and  taking  off  her  jewels, 
happened  to  look  up,  and  saw  an  eye  in  one  of 
the  figures,  which  she  felt  sure  was  no  peeper  in 
worsted." 

"Vot  vos  it,  thin?"  asked  Beck,  timidly  lifting  up 
the  hangings,  and  noticing  that  there  was  a  considerable 
space  between  them  and  the  wall,  which  was  filled  up 
in  part  by  closets  and  wardrobes  set  into  the  wall,  with 
intervals  more  than  deep  enough  for  the  hiding-place 
of  a  man. 

"  Why,"  answered  the  valet,  "  it  was  a  thief.  He 
had  come  for  the  jewels  ;  but  the  lady  had  the  presence 
of  mind  to  say  aloud,  as  if  to  herself,  that  she  had  for- 
gotten something,,  slipped  out  of  the  room,  locked  the 
door,  called  up  the  servants,  and  the  thief — who  was 
no  less  a  person  than  the  under-butler — was  nabbed." 

"  And  the  French  'ornan  sleeps  'ere  1 "  said  Beck, 
musingly. 

"  French  'oman  !  Master  Beck,  nothing's  so  vulgar 
as  these  nicknames  in  a  first-rate  sitivation.  It  is  all 
very  well  when  one  lives  with  skinflints ;  but  with 
such  a  master  as  our'n,  respect's  the  go.  Besides, 
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Madame  is  not  a  French  'oman ;  she  is  one  of  the 
family — and  as  old  a  family  it  is,  too,  as  e'er  a  lord's 
in  the  three  kingdoms.  But  come,  your  curiosity  is 
satisfied  now,  and  you  must  trot  back  to  your  horses." 
As  Beck  returned  to  the  stables,  his  mind  yet  more 
misgave  him  as  to  the  criminal  designs  of  his  master's 
visitor.  It  was  from  Helen's  room  that  the  false  cripple 
had  walked,  and  the  ill  health  of  the  poor  young  lady 
was  a  general  subject  of  compassionate  comment.  But 
Madame  Dalibard  was  Helen's  relation — from  what 
motive  could  she  harbour  an  evil  thought  against  her 
own  niece  1  But  still,  if  those  drops  were  poured  into 
the  healing  draught  for  good — why  so  secretly  1  Once 
more  he  revolved  the  idea  of  speaking  to  St  John — an 
accident  dissuaded  him  from  this  intention  ;  the  only 
proof  to  back  his  tale  was  the  mysterious  phial  he  had 
carried  away  ;  but  unluckily,  forgetting  that  it  was  in 
his  pocket — at  a  time  when  he  flung  off  his  coat  to  groom 
one  of  the  horses,  the  bottle  struck  against  the  corn-bin 
and  broke — all  the  contents  were  spilt.  This  incident 
made  him  suspend  his  intention,  and  wait  till  he  could 
obtain  some  fresh  evidence  of  evil  intentions.  The 
day  passed  without  any  other  noticeable  occurrence. 
The  doctor  called,  found  Helen  somewhat  better,  and 
ascribed  it  to  his  medicines,  especially  to  the  effect  of 
his  tonic  draught  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.  Helen 
smiled — "Nay,  doctor,"  said  she,  "this  morning,  at 
least,  it  was  forgotten.  I  did  not  find  it  by  my  bedside. 
Don't  tell  my  aunt,  she  would  be  so  angry."  The  doc- 
tor looked  rather  discomposed. 
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"  Well,"  said  he,  soon  recovering  his  good-humour, 
"since  you  are  certainly  better  to-day  without  the 
draught,  discontinue  it  also  to  morrow.  I  will  make 

an  alteration  for  the  day  after "      So  that  night 

Madame  Dalibard  visited  in  vain  her  niece's  chamber 
— Helen  had  a  reprieve. 


CHAPTEE    XXIII. 

The  Shades  on  the  Dial. 

THE  following  morning  was  indeed  eventful  to  the 
family  at  Laughton ;  and,  as  if  conscious  of  what  it 
brought  forth,  it  rose  dreary  and  sunless ;  one  heavy 
mist  covered  all  the  landscape,  and  a  raw  drizzling 
rain  fell  pattering  through  the  yellow  leaves. 

Madame  Dalibard,  pleading  her  infirmities,  rarely 
left  her  room  before  noon,  and  Yarney  professed  him- 
self very  irregular  in  his  hours  of  rising ;  the  break- 
fast, therefore,  afforded  no  social  assembly  to  the 
family,  but  each  took  that  meal  in  the  solitude  of  his 
or  her  own  chamber.  Percival,  in  whom  all  habits 
partook  of  the  healthfulness  and  simplicity  of  his  char- 
acter, rose  habitually  early ;  and  that  day,  in  spite  of 
the  weather,  walked  forth  betimes  to  meet  the  person 
charged  with  the  letters  from  the  post.  He  had  done 
so  for  the  last  three  or  four  days,  impatient  to  hear 
from  his  mother,  and  calculating  that  it  was  full  time 
to  receive  the  expected  answer  to  his  confession  and 
his  prayer.  He  met  the  messenger  at  the  bottom  of 
the  park,  not  far  from  Guy's  Oak.  This  day  he  was  not 
disappointed.  The  letter-bag  contained  three  letters 
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for  himself,  two  with  the  foreign  post-mark — the  third 
in  Ardworth's  hand.  It  contained  also  a  letter  for 
Madame  Dalibard,  and  two  for  Varney. 

Leaving  the  messenger  to  take  these  last  to  the  Hall, 
Percival,  with  his  own  prizes,  plunged  into  the  hollow 
of  the  glen  before  him,  and,  seating  himself  at  the  foot 
of  Guy's  Oak,  through  the  vast  branches  of  which  the 
rain  scarcely  came,  and  only  in  single,  mournful  drops, 
he  opened  first  the  letter  in  his  mother's  hand,  and 
read  as  follows  : — 

"  MY  DEAR,  DEAR  SON, — How  can  I  express  to  you 
the  alarm  your  letter  has  given  to  me  !  So  these,  then, 
are  the  new  relations  you  have»discovered  !  I  fondly 
imagined  that  you  were  alluding  to  some  of  my  own 
family,  and  conjecturing  who  amongst  my  many  cousins 
could  have  so  captivated  your  attention.  These  the 
new  relations  !  Lucretia  Dalibard — Helen  Mainwar- 
ing !  Percival,  do  you  not  know No,  you  can- 
not know — that  Helen  Mainwaring  is  the  daughter  of 
a  disgraced  man — of  one  who  (more  than  suspected  of 
fraud  in  the  bank  in  which  he  was  a  partner)  left  his 
country,  condemned  even  by  his  own  father.  If  you 

doubt  this,  you  have  but  to  inquire  at ,  not  ten 

miles  from  Laughton,  where  the  elder  Mainwaring 
resided.  Ask  there,  what  became  of  William  Main- 
waring1?  And  Lucretia, — you  do  not.  know  that  the 
dying  prayer  of  her  uncle,  Sir  Miles  St  John,  was  that 
she  might  never  enter  the  house  he  bequeathed  to 
your  father.  Not  till  after  my  poor  Charles's  death 
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did  I  know  the  exact  cause  for  Sir  Miles's  displeasure, 
though,  confident  it  was  just ;  but  then  amongst  his 
papers  I  found  the  ungrateful  letter  which  betrayed 
thoughts  so  dark,  and  passions  so  unwomanly,  that  I 
blushed  for  my  sex  to  read  it.  Could  it  be  possible 
that  that  poor  old  man's  prayers  were  unheeded — that 
that  treacherous  step  could  ever  cross  your  threshold 
— that  that  cruel  eye,  which  read  with  such  barbarous 
joy  the  ravages  of  death  on  a  benefactor's  face,  could 
rest  on  the  hearth,  by  which  your  frank,  truthful 
countenance  has  so  often  smiled  away  my  tears,  I 
should  feel,  indeed,  as  if  a  thunder-cloud  hung  over  the 
roof.  No  !  if  you  marry  the  niece,  the  aunt  must  be 
banished  from  your  house.  Good  Heavens  !  and  it  is 
the  daughter  of  William  Mainwaring,  the  niece  and 
ward  of  Lucretia  Dalibard,  to  whom  you  have  given 
your  faithful  affection — whom  you  single  from  the 
world  as  your  wife  !  Oh  !  my  son — my  beloved — my 
sole  surviving  child — do  not  think  that  I  blame  you, 
that  my  heart  does  not  bleed  while  I  write  thus ;  but 
I  implore  you  on  my  knees  to  pause  at  least — to  sus- 
pend this  intercourse,  till  I  myself  can  reach  England. 
And  what  then  ?  Why  then,  Percival,  I  promise,  on 
my  part,  that  I  will  see  your  Helen  with  unprejudiced 
eyes — that  I  will  put  away  from  me,  as  far  as  possible, 
all  visions  of  disappointed  pride — the  remembrance 
of  faults  not  her  own;  and  if  she  be  as  you  say 
and  think,  I  will  take  her  to  my  heart  and  call  her 
'  Daughter.'  Are  you  satisfied  ?  If  so,  come  to  me — 
come  at  once,  and  take  comfort  from  your  mother's 
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lips.  How  I  long  to  be  with  you  while  you  read  this 
— how  I  tremble  at  the  pain  I  so  rudely  give  you  ! 
But  my  poor  sister  still  chains  me  here ;  I  dare  not 
leave  her,  lest  I  should  lose  her  last  sigh.  Come  then, 
come,  we  will  console  each  other. — Your  fond  (how 
fond  !)  and  sorrowing  mother,  MART  ST  JOHN. 

"  October  3,  1831. 

" SORRENTO. 

"  P.S. — You  see  by  this  address  that  we  have  left 
Pisa  for  this  place,  recommended  by  our  physician; 
hence  an  unhappy  delay  of  some  days  in  my  reply. 
Ah,  Percival,  how  sleepless  will  be  my  pillow  till  I 
hear  from  you  ! " 

Long,  very  long,  was  it  before  St  John,  mute  and 
overwhelmed  with  the  sudden  shock  of  his  anguish, 
opened  his  other  letters — the  first  was  from  Captain 
Greville : — 

"  "What  trap  have  you  fallen  into,  foolish  boy?  That 
you  would  get  into  some  silly  scrape  or  another  was 
natural  enough.  But  a  scrape  for  life,  Sir — that  is 
serious  !  But,  God  bless  you  for  your  candour,  my 
Percival — you  have  written  to  us  in  time — you  are 
old-fashioned  enough  to  think  that  a  mother's  consent 
is  necessary  to  a  young  man's  union.  And  you  have 
left  it  in  our  power  to  save  you  yet ;  it  is  not  every 
boyish  fancy  that  proves  to  be  true  love.  But  enough 
of  this  preaching  ;  I  shall  do  better  than  write  scold- 
ing letters,  I  shall  come  and  scold  you  in  person.  My 
servant  is  at  this  very  moment  packing  my  portman- 
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teau,  the  laquais-de-place  is  gone  to  Naples  for  my 
passport.  Almost  as  soon  as  you  receive  this  I  shall 
be  with  you ;  and  if  I  am  a  day  or  two  later  than  the 
mail,  be  patient  ;  do  not  commit  yourself  further. 
Break  your  heart  if  you  please,  but  don't  implicate 
your  honour.  I  shall  come  at  once  to  Curzon  Street. 
Adieu !  H.  GEEVILLE." 

Ardworth's  letter  was  shorter  than  the  others  :  for- 
tunately so,  for  otherwise  it  had  been  unread  : — 

"  If  I  do  not  come  to  you  myself  the  day  after  you 
receive  this,  dear  Percival — which,  indeed,  is  most  pro- 
bable— I  shall  send  you  my  proxy,  in  one  whom,  for 
my  sake,  I  know  that  you  will  kindly  welcome.  He 
will  undertake  my  task,  and  clear  up  all  the  mysteries 
with  which,  I  trust,  my  correspondence  has  thoroughly 
bewildered  your  lively  imagination. — Yours,  ever, 

"  JOHN  ABDWORTH. 
"  GRAY'S  INN." 

Little,  indeed,  did  Percival' s  imagination  busy  itself 
with  the  mysteries  of  Ardworth's  correspondence.  His 
mind  scarcely  took  in  the  sense  of  the  words,  over 
which  his  eye  mechanically  wandered. 

And  the  letter  which  narrated  the  visit  of  Madame 
Dalibard  to  the  house  thus  solemnly  interdicted  to  her 
step,  was  on  its  way  to  his  mother ;  nay,  by  this  time 
would  almost  have  reached  her.  Greville  was  on  the 
road — nay,  as  his  tutor's  letter  had  been  forwarded 
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from  London,  might  perhaps  be  in  Curzon  Street 
that  day.  How  desirable  to  see  him  before  he  could 
reach  Laughton,  to  prepare  him  for  Madame  Dalibard's 
visit ;  for  Helen's  illness ;  explain  the  position  in 
which  he  was  involved ;  and  conciliate  the  old  soldier's 
rough,  kind  heart  to  his  love  and  his  distress  ! 

He  did  not  dread  the  meeting  with  Greville — he 
yearned  for  it.  He  needed  an  adviser,  a  confidant,  a 
friend.  To  dismiss  abruptly  his  guests  from  his  house 
— impossible  !  to  abandon  Helen  because  of  her  father's 
crime,  or  her  aunt's  fault  (whatever  that  last  might  be 
— and  no  clear  detail  of  it  was  given),  that  never 
entered  his  thoughts  !  Pure  and  unsullied,  the  starry 
face  of  Helen  shone  the  holier  for  the  cloud  around  it. 
An  inexpressible  and  chivalrous  compassion  mingled 
with  his  love  and  confirmed  his  faith.  She,  poor 
child,  to  suffer  for  the  deeds  of  others  !  No.  What 
availed  his  power  as  man,  and  dignity  as  gentleman, 
they  could  not  wrap  in  their  own  shelter  the  one  by 
whom  such  shelter  was  now  doubly  needed  1  Thus, 
amidst  all  his  emotions — firm  and  resolved,  at  least  on 
one  point — and  beginning  already  to  recover  the  hope 
of  his  sanguine  nature,  from  his  reliance  on  his  mother's 
love,  on  the  promises  that  softened  her  disclosures  and 
warnings,  and  on  his  conviction  that  Helen  had  only 
to  be  seen  for  every  scruple  to  give  way,  Percival  wan- 
dered back  towards  the  house,  and,  coming  abruptly  on 
the  terrace,  he  encountered  Yarney,  who  was  leaning 
motionless  against  the  balustrades,  with  an  open  letter 
in  his  hand.  Varney  was  deadly  pale,  and  there  was 
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the  trace  of  some  recent  and  gloomy  agitation  in  the 
relaxed  muscles  of  his  cheeks,  usually  so  firmly  rounded. 
But  Percival  did  not  heed  his  appearance  as  he  took 
him  gravely  by  the  arm,  and,  leading  him  into  the 
garden,  said,  after  a  painful  pause — 

"  Varney,  I  am  about  to  ask  you  two  questions, 
which  your  close  connection  with  Madame  Dalibard 
may  enable  you  to  answer ;  but  in  Avhich,  from  obvious 
motives,  I  must  demand  the  strictest  confidence.  You 
will  not  hint  to  her  or  to  Helen  what  I  am  about  to  say  1 " 

Varney  stared  uneasily  on  Percival's  serious  coun- 
tenance, and  gave  the  promise  required. 

"  First,  then,  for  what  offence  was  Madame  Dalibard 
expelled  her  uncle's  house — this  house  of  Laughton  1 

"  Secondly,  what  is  the  crime  with  which  Mr  Main- 
waring,  Helen's  father,  is  charged  ? " 

"  With  regard  to  the  first,"  said  Varney,  recovering 
his  composure,  "I  thought  I  had  already  told  you 
that  Sir  Miles  was  a  proud  man,  and  that,  in  conse- 
quence of  discovering  a  girlish  flirtation  between  his 
niece  Lucretia  (now  Madame  Dalibard)  and  Mainwar- 
ing,  who  afterwards  jilted  her  for  Helen's  mother,  he 
altered  his  will — '  expelled  her  his  house,'  is  too  harsh 
a  phrase.  This  is  all  I  know.  With  regard  to  the 
second  question,  no  crime  was  ever  brought  home  to 
William  Mainwaring.  He  was  suspected  of  dealing 
improperly  with  the  funds  of  the  bank,  and  he  repaid 
the  alleged  deficit  by  the  sacrifice  of  all  he  possessed." 

"  This  is  the  truth  ! "  exclaimed  Percival,  joyfully. 

"  The  plain  truth,  I  believe ;  but  why  these  ques- 
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tions  at  this  moment  ?  Ah,  you  too,  I  see,  have  had 
letters — I  understand  !  Lady  Mary  gives  these  rea- 
sons for  withholding  her  consent." 

"  Her  consent  is  not  withheld,"  answered  Percival ; 
"but,  shall  I  own  it? — remember,  I  have  your  promise 
not  to  wound  and  offend  Madame  Dalibard  by  the  dis- 
closure ;  my  mother  does  refer  to  the  subjects  I  have 
alluded  to,  and  Captain  Greville,  my  old  friend  and 
tutor,  is  on  his  way  to  England — perhaps  to-morrow  he 
may  arrive  at  Laughton." 

"  Ha  ! "  said  Varney,  startled — "  to-morrow  ! — and 
what  sort  of  a  man  is  this  Captain  Greville  1 " 

"The  best  man  possible  for  such  a  case  as  mine — 
kind-hearted,  yet  cool,  sagacious,  the  finest  observer, 
the  quickest  judge  of  character — nothing  escapes  him. 
Oh,  one  interview  will  suffice  to  show  him  all  Helen's 
innocent  and  matchless  excellence  ! " 

"To-morrow  !  this  man  comes  to-morrow  1 " 

"  All  that  I  fear  is — for  he  is  rather  rough  and  blunt 
in  his  manner — all  that  I  fear  is,  his  first  surprise — 
and,  dare  I  say,  displeasure,  at  seeing  this  poor  Ma- 
dame Dalibard,  whose  faults,  I  fear,  were  graver  than 
you  suppose,  at  the  house  from  which  her  uncle — to 
whom,  indeed,  I  owe  this  inheritance " 

"  I  see  —  I  see  !  "  interrupted  Varney,  quickly. 
"And  Madame  Dalibard  is  the  most  susceptible  of 
women — so  well-born,  and  so  poor,  so  gifted,  and  so 
helpless, — it  is  natural.  Can  you  not  write,  and  put 
off  this  Captain  Greville  for  a  few  days  ? — until,  indeed, 
I  can  find  some  excuse  for  terminating  our  visit." 
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"  But  my  letter  may  be  hardly  in  time  to  reach  him; 
he  may  be  in  town  to-day." 

"  Go  then  to  town  at  once  ;  you  can  be  back  late  at 
night,  or  at  least  to-morrow.  Anything  better  than 
wounding  the  pride  of  a  woman,  on  whom,  after  all,  you 
must  depend  for  free  and  open  intercourse  with  Helen." 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  thought  of ;  but  what  ex- 
cuse  " 

"Excuse  ! — a  thousand  !  Every  man  coming  of  age 
into  such  a  property  has  business  with  his  lawyers;  or 
why  not  say  simply  that  you  want  to  meet  a  friend  of 
yours,  who  has  just  left  your  mother  in  Italy? — in 
short,  any  excuse  suffices,  and  none  can  be  oifensive." 

"  I  will  order  my  carriage  instantly." 

"  Right ! "  exclaimed  Varney  ;  and  his  eye  followed 
the  receding  form  of  Percival  with  a  mixture  of  fierce 
exultation  and  anxious  fear.  Then  turning  towards 
the  window  of  the  turret-chamber,  in  which  Madame 
Dalibard  reposed,  and  seeing  it  still  closed,  he  mut- 
tered an  impatient  oath  ;  but  even  while  he  did  so,  the 
shutters  were  slowly  opened,  and  a  footman,  stepping 
from  the  porch,  approached  Varney  with  a  message, 
that  Madame  Dalibard  would  see  him  in  five  minutes, 
if  he  would  then  have  the  goodness  to  ascend  to  her 
room. 

Before  that  time  was  well  expired,  Varney  was  in  the 
chamber.  Madame  Dalibard  was  up  and  in  her  chair  : 
and  the  unwonted  joy  which  her  countenance  evinced 
was  in  strong  contrast  with  the  sombre  shade  upon  her 
son-in-law's  brow,  and  the  nervous  quiver  of  his  lip. 
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"  Gabriel,"  she  said,  as  he  drew  near  to  her,  "  my 
son  is  found  !  " 

"  I  know  it,"  he  answered  petulantly. 

"You!— from  whom?" 

"  From  Grabman." 

"  And  I  from  a  still  better  authority — from  Walter 
Ardworth  himself !  He  lives ;  he  will  restore  my 
child  ! "  She  extended  a  letter  while  she  spoke.  He, 
in  return,  gave  her,  not  that  still  crumpled  in  his  hand, 
but  one  which  he  drew  from  his  breast.  These  letters 
severally  occupied  both,  begun  and  finished  almost  in 
the  same  moment. 

That  from  Grabman  ran  thus: — 

"DEAR  JASON — Toss  up  your  hat,  and  cry  hip-hip  ! 
At  last,  from  person  to  person,  I  have  tracked  the  lost 
Vincent  Braddell.  He  lives  still !  We  can  maintain 
his  identity  in  any  court  of  law.  Scarce  in  time  for 
the  post,  I  have  not  a  moment  for  further  particulars. 
I  shall  employ  the  next  two  days  in  reducing  all  the 
evidence  to  a  regular  digest,  which  I  will  despatch  to 
you.  Meanwhile,  prepare,  as  soon  as  may  be,  to  put 
me  in  possession  of  my  fee, — £5000,  and  my  expe- 
dition merits  something  more. — Yours, 

"NICHOLAS  GRABMAN." 

The  letter  from  Ardworth  was  not  less  positive  : — 

"  MADAM, — In  obedience  to  the  commands  of  a  dying 
friend,  I  took  charge  of  his  infant,  and  concealed  its 
existence  from  his  mother — yourself.  On  returning  to 
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England,  I  need  not  say  that  I  was  not  unmindful  of 
my  trust.  Your  son  lives  :  and,  after  mature  reflec- 
tion, I  have  resolved  to  restore  him  to  your  arms.  In 
this  I  have  been  decided  by  what  I  have  heard  from 
one  whom  I  can  trust,  of  your  altered  habits,  your  de- 
corous life,  your  melancholy  infirmities,  and  the  gener- 
ous protection  you  have  given  to  the  orphan  of  my  poor 
cousin  Susan,  my  old  friend  Mainwaring.  Alfred  Brad- 
dell  himself,  if  it  be  permitted  to  him  to  look  down 
and  read  my  motives,  will  pardon  me,  I  venture  to  feel 
assured,  this  departure  from  his  injunctions.  What- 
ever the  faults  which  displeased  him,  they  have  been 
amply  chastised.  And  your  son,  grown  to  man,  can 
no  longer  be  endangered  by  example,  in  tending  the 
couch,  or  soothing  the  repentance,  of  his  mother. 

"  These  words  are  severe  ;  but  you  will  pardon  them 
in  him  who  gives  you  back  your  child.  I  shall  ven- 
ture to  wait  on  you  in  person,  with  such  proofs  as  may 
satisfy  you  as  to  the  identity  of  your  son.  I  count  on 
arriving  at  Laughton  to-morrow.  Meanwhile  I  simply 
sign  myself  by  a  name,  in  which  you  will  recognise  the 
kinsman  to  one  branch  of  your  family,  -and  the  friend 
of  your  dead  husband,  J.  WALTER  AKDWORTH. 

"CRAVEN  HOTEL,  October  1831." 

"  Well !  and  are  you  not  rejoiced  ? "  said  Lucretia, 
gazing  surprised  on  Varney's  sullen  and  unsympatKis- 
ing  face. 

"  No !  because  time  presses ;  because,  even  while 
discovering  your  sou,  you  may  fail  in  securing  his  heri- 
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tage  ;  because,  in  the  midst  of  your  triumph,  I  see 
Xewgate  opening  to  myself !  Look  you,  I  too  have 
had  my  news — less  pleasing  than  yours.  This  Stub- 
more  (curse  him  !)  writes  me  word  that  he  shall  cer- 
tainly be  in  town  next  month  at  farthest,  and  that  he 
meditates,  immediately  on  his  arrival,  transferring  the 
legacy  from  the  Bank  of  England  to  an  excellent  mort- 
gage of  which  he  has  heard.  Were  it  not  for  this 
scheme  of  ours,  nothing  would  be  left  for  me  but  flight 
and  exile." 

"  A  month  ! — that  is  a  long  time.  Do  you  think, 
now  that  my  son  is  found,  and  that  son  one  like  John 
Ardworth  (for  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  my  surmise 
was  right),  with  genius  to  make  station  the  pedestal  to 
the  power  I  dreamed  of  in  my  youth,  but  which  my 
sex  forbade  me  to  attain — do  you  think  I  will  keep 
him  a  month  from  his  inheritance  1  Before  the  month 
is  out,  you  shall  replace  what  you  have  taken,  and  buy 
your  trustee's  silence,  if  need  be — either  from  the  sums 
you  have  insured,  or  from  the  rents  of  Laughton." 

"  Lucretia  ! "  said  Varney,  whose  fresh  colours  had 
grown  livid — "what  is  to  be  done  must  be  done  at 
once  !  Percival  St  John  has  heard  from  his  mother. 
Attend  ! "  And  Varney  rapidly  related  the  questions 
St  John  had  put  to  him,  the  dreaded  arrival  of  Captain 
Greville,  the  danger  of  so  keen  an  observer — the  neces- 
sity, at  all  events,  of  abridging  their  visit — the  urgency 
of  hastening  the  catastrophe  to  its  close. 

Lucretia  listened  in  ominous  and  steadfast  silence. 

"But,"  she  said,  at  last,  "you  have  persuaded  St 
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John  to  give  this  man  the  meeting  in  London — to  put 
off  his  visit  for  the  time  !  St  John  will  return  to  us 
to-morrow.  Well ;  and  if  he  finds  his  Helen  is  no 
more  !  Two  nights  ago,  I,  for  the  first  time,  mingled 
in  the  morning  draught  that  which  has  no  antidote  and 
no  cure.  This  night  two  drops  more,  and  St  John  will 
return  to  find  that  Death  is  in  the  house  before  him. 
And  then  for  himself,  the  sole  remaining  barrier  be- 
tween my  son  and  this  inheritance — for  himself — why, 
grief  sometimes  kills  suddenly  ;  and  there  be  drugs 
whose  effect  simulates  the  death-stroke  of  grief." 

"Yet,  yet,  this  rapidity,  if  necessary,  is  perilous. 
Nothing  in  Helen's  state  forebodes  sudden  death  by 
natural  means.  The  strangeness  of  tAvo  deaths — both 
so  young — Greville  in  England,  if  not  here — hastening 
down  to  examine,  to  inquire,  with  such  prepossessions 
against  you  : — there  must  be  an  inquest !" 

"  Well,  and  what  can  be  discovered  1  It  was  I  who 
shrank  before — it  is  I  who  now  urge  despatch.  I  feel 
as  in  my  proper  home  in  these  halls.  I  would  not 
leave  them  again  but  to  my  grave  !  I  stand  on  the 
hearth  of  my  youth.  I  fight  for  my  rights  and  my 
son's.  Perish  those  who  oppose  me  ! " 

A  fell  energy  and  power  were  in  the  aspect  of  the  mur- 
deress as  she  thus  spoke  ;  and  while  her  determination 
awed  the  inferior  villany  of  Yarney,  it  served  some- 
what to  mitigate  his  fears. 

As  in  more  detail  thay  began  to  arrange  their  exe- 
crable plans,  Percival,  while  .the  horses  were  being 
harnessed  to  take  him  to  the  nearest  post-town,  sought 
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Helen,  and  found  her  in  a  little  chamber  which  he 
had  described  and  appropriated  as  her  own,  when  his 
fond  fancy  had  sketched  the  fair  outline  of  the  future. 

This  room  had  been  originally  fitted  up  for  the  pri- 
vate devotions  of  the  Roman  Catholic  wife  of  an  an- 
cestor, in  the  reign  of  Charles  II. ;  and  in  a  recess, 
half- veiled  by  a  curtain,  there  still  stood  that  holy  sym- 
bol, which,  Avhether  Protestant  or  Roman  Catholic,  no 
one  sincerely  penetrated  with  the  solemn  pathos  of  sacred 
history  can  behold  unmoved — the  Cross  of  the  Divine 
Agony.  Before  this  holy  symbol  Helen  stood  in  ear- 
nest reverence.  She  did  not  kneel  (for  the  forms  of  the 
religion  in  which  she  had  been  reared  were  opposed  to 
that  posture  of  worship  before  the  graven  image),  but 
you  could  see  in  that  countenance,  eloquent  at  once 
with  the  enthusiasm  and  the  meekness  of  piety,  that 
the  soul  was  filled  with  the  memories  and  the  hopes, 
which,  age  after  age,  have  consoled  the  sufferer  and  in- 
spired the  martyr.  The  soul  knelt  to  the  idea,  if  the 
knee  bowed  not  to  the  image,  embracing  the  tender 
grandeur  of  the  sacrifice,  and  the  vast  inheritance 
opened  to  faith  in  the  redemption. 

The  young  man  held  his  breath  while  he  gazed.  He 
was  moved,  and  he  was  awed.  Slowly  Helen  turned  to- 
wards him,  and,  smiling  sweetly,  held  out  to  him  her 
hand.  They  seated  themselves  in  silence  in  the  depth  of 
the  overhanging  casement ;  and  the  mournful  character 
of  the  scene  without,  where,  dimly  through  the  misty 
rains,  gloomed  the  dark  foliage  of  the  cedars,  made 
them  insensibly  draw  closer  to  each  other,  in  the  instinct 
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of  love  when  the  world  frowns  around  it.  Percival 
wanted  the  courage  to  say  that  he  had  come  to  take 
farewell,  though  but  for  a  day,  and  Helen  spoke  first. 

"  I  cannot  guess  why  it  is,  Percival,  but  I  am  startled 
at  the  change  I  feel  in  myself — no,  not  in  health,  dear 
Percival,  I  mean  in  mind — during  the  last  few  months, 
— since,  indeed,  we  have  known  each  other.  I  re- 
member so  well  the  morning  in  which  my  aunt's  letter 
arrived  at  the  dear  vicarage.  We  were  returning  from 
the  village  fair,  and  my  good  guardian  was  smiling  at 
my  notions  of  the  world.  I  was  then  so  giddy,  and 
light,  and  thoughtless, — everything  presented  itself  to 
me  in  such  gay  colours, — I  scarcely  believed  in  sorrow. 
And  now  I  feel  as  if  I  were  awakened  to  a  truer  sense 
of  nature — of  the  ends  of  our  being  here ;  I  seem  to 
know  that  life  is  a  grave  and  solemn  thing.  Yet  I  ani 
not  less  happy,  Percivat.  No,  I  think  rather  that  I 
knew  not  true  happiness  till  I  knew  you.  I  have  read 
somewhere  that  the  slave  is  gay  in  his  holiday  from 
toil ;  if  you  free  him,  if  you  educate  him,  the  gaiety 
vanishes,  and  he  cares  no  more  for  the  dance  under 
the  palm-tree.  But  is  he  less  happy1?  So  it  is  with 
me!" 

"  My  sweet  Helen,  I  would  rather  have  one  gay 
smile  of  old — the  arch,  careless  laugh  which  came  so 
naturally  from  those  rosy  lips,  than  hear  you  talk  of 
happiness  with  that  quiver  in  your  voice — those  tears 
in  your  eyes." 

"  Yet  gaiety,"  said  Helen,  thoughtfully,  and  in  the 
strain  of  her  pure,  truthful  poetry  of  soul,  "  is  only  the 
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light  impression  of  the  present  moment — the  play  of 
the  mere  spirits ;  and  happiness  seems  a  forethought 
of  the  future,  spreading  on,  far  and  broad,  over  all  time 
and  space." 

"  And  you  live,  then,  in  the  future,  at  last  1 — you 
have  no  misgivings  now,  my  Helen  ?  Well,  that  com- 
forts me  !  Say  it,  Helen — say  the  future  will  be  ours !" 

"  It  will — it  will — for  ever  and  for  ever,"  said  Helen, 
earnestly;  and  her  eyes  involuntarily  rested  on  the 
Cross. 

In  his  younger  spirit,  and  less  imaginative  nature, 
Percival  did  not  comprehend  the  depth  of  sadness 
implied  in  Helen's  answer ;  taking  it  literally,  he  felt 
as  if  a  load  were  lifted  from  his  heart ;  and  kissing 
with  rapture  the  hand  he  held,  he  exclaimed — "  Yes, 
this  shall  soon — oh,  soon  be  mine  !  I  fear  nothing 
while  you  hope.  You  cannot  guess  how  those  words 
have  cheered  me  ;  for  I  am  leaving  you,  though  but 
for  a  few  hours,  and  I  shall  repeat  those  words — 
they  will  ring  in  my  ear,  in  niy  heart,  till  we  meet 
again." 

"  Leaving  me  ! "  said  Helen,  turning  pale,  and  her 
clasp  on  his  hand  tightening.  Poor  child  !  she  felt 
mysteriously  a  sentiment  of  protection  in  his  presence. 

"  But  at  most  for  a  day.  My  old  tutor,  of  whom  we 
have  so  often  conversed,  is  on  his  way  to  England — per- 
haps even  now  in  London.  He  has  some  wrong  impres- 
sions against  your  aunt — his  manner  is  blunt  and  rough. 
It  is  necessary  that  I  should  see  him  before  he  comes 
hither — you  know  how  susceptible  is  your  aunt's 
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pride — just  to  prepare  him  for  meeting  her — you  un- 
derstand 1 " 

"  What  impressions  against  my  aunt  ?  Does  he  even 
know  her  1 "  asked  Helen ;  and  if  such  a  sentiment  as 
suspicion  could  cross  that  candid  innocence  of  mind, — 
that  sentiment  towards  this  stern  relation,  whose  arms 
had  never  embraced  her,  whose  lips  had  never  spoken 
of  the  past,  whose  history  was  as  a  sealed  volume,  dis- 
turbed and  disquieted  her. 

"  It  is  because  he  has  never  known  her  that  he  does 
her  wrong.  Some  old  story  of  her  indiscretion  as  a 
girl — of  her  uncle's  displeasure — what  matters  now  ?  " 
said  Percival,  shrinking  sensitively  from  one  disclosure 
that  might  wound  Helen  in  her  kinswoman.  "  Mean- 
while, dearest,  you  will  be  prudent — you  will  avoid 
this  damp  air,  and  keep  quietly  at  home,  and  amuse 
yourself,  sweet  fancier  of  the  future,  in  planning  how 
to  improve  these  old  halls,  when  they  and  their  un- 
worthy master  are  your  own.  God  bless  you  ! — God 
guard  you,  Helen  !  " 

He  rose,  and  with  that  loyal  chivalry  of  love  which 
felt  respect  the  more  for  the  careless  guardianship  to 
which  his  Helen  was  intrusted,  he  refrained  from 
that  parting  kiss  which  their  pure  courtship  warranted 
— for  which  his  lip  yearned.  But  as  he  lingered,  an 
irresistible  impulse  moved  Helen's  heart.  Mechani- 
cally she  opened  her  arms,  and  her  head  sank  upon 
his  shoulder.  In  that  embrace  they  remained  some 
moments  silent,  and  an  angel  might  unreprovingly 
have  heard  their  hearts  beat  through  the  stillness. 
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At  length  Percival  tore  himself  from  those  arms 
which  relaxed  their  imploring  hold  reluctantly;  she 
heard  his  hurried  step  descend  the  stairs,  and  in  a 
moment  more  the  roll  of  the  wheels  in  the  court  with- 
out ;  a  dreary  sense  as  of  some  utter  desertion,  some 
everlasting  bereavement,  chilled  and  appalled  her.  She 
stood  motionless,  as  if  turned  to  stone,  on  the  floor ; 
suddenly  the  touch  of  something  warm  on  her  hand 
— a  plaining  whine,  awoke  her  attention ;  Percival's 
favourite  dog  missed  his  master,  and  had  slunk  for 
refuge  to  her.  The  dread  sentiment  of  loneliness 
vanished  in  that  humble  companionship  ;  and,  seating 
herself  on  the  ground,  she  took  the  dog  in  her  arms, 
and,  bending  over  it,  wept  in  silence. 


CHAPTEE    XXIV. 

Murder,  towards  his  Design,  moves  like  a  Ghost. 

THE  reader  will  doubtless  have  observed  the  consum- 
mate art  with  which  the  poisoner  had  hitherto  advanced 
upon  her  prey.  The  design  conceived  from  afar,  and 
executed  with  elaborate  stealth,  defied  every  chance  of 
detection  against  which  the  ingenuity  of  practised  vil- 
lany  could  guard.  Grant  even  that  the  deadly  drugs 
should  betray  the  nature  of  the  death  they  inflicted, 
that  by  some  unconjectured  secret  in  the  science  of 
chemistry  the  presence  of  those  vegetable  compounds, 
which  had  hitherto  baffled  every  known  and  positive 
test  in  the  posthumous  examination  of  the  most  expe- 
rienced surgeons,  should  be  clearly  ascertained,  not  one 
suspicion  seemed  likely  to  fall  upon  the  ministrant  of 
death.  The  medicines  were  never  brought  to  Madame 
Dalibard,  were  never  given  by  her  hand  ;  nothing 
ever  tasted  by  the  victim  could  be  tracked  to  her  aunt. 
The  helpless  condition  of  the  cripple,  which  Lucretia 
had  assumed,  forbade  all  notion  even  of  her  power  of 
movement.  Only  in  the  dead  of  night,  when,  as  she 
believed,  every  human  eye  that  could  watch  her  was 
sealed  in  sleep,  and  then  in  those  dark  habiliments, 
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which  (even  as  might  sometimes  happen,  if  the  victim 
herself  were  awake)  a  chance  ray  of  light  struggling 
through  chink  or  shutter  could  scarcely  distinguish  from 
the  general  gloom, — did  she  steal  to  the  chamber,  and 
infuse  the  colourless  and  tasteless  liquid*  in  the 
morning  draught,  meant  to  bring  strength  and  healing. 
Grant  that  the  draught  was  untouched — that  it  was 
examined  by  the  surgeon — that  the  fell  admixture 
could  be  detected — suspicion  would  wander  anywhere 
rather  than  to  that  crippled  and  helpless  kinswoman, 
who  could  not  rise  from  her  bed  without  aid. 

But  now  this  patience  was  to  be  abandoned,  the 
folds  of  the  serpent  were  to  coil  in  one  fell  clasp  upon 
its  prey. 

Fiend  as  Lucretia  had  become,  and  hardened  as  were 
all  her  resolves  by  the  discovery  of  her  son,  and  her 
impatience  to  endow  him  with  her  forfeited  inheritance, 
she  yet  shrank  from  the  face  of  Helen  that  day ;  on  the 
excuse  of  illness,  she  kept  her  room,  and  admitted 
only  Varney,  who  stole  in  from  time  to  time,  with 
creeping  step  and  haggard  countenance,  to  sustain  her 
courage  or  his  own.  And  every  time  he  entered,  he 
found  Lucretia  sitting  with  Walter  Ardworth's  open 
letter  in  her  hand,  and  turning  with  a  preternatural 
excitement,  that  seemed  almost  like  aberration  of  mind, 
from  the  grim  and  horrid  topic  which  he  invited,  to 
thoughts  of  wealth,  and  power,  and  triumph,  and  ex- 
ulting prophecies  of  the  fame  her  son  should  achieve. 

*  The  celebrated  acqua  di  Tufania  (Tufania  water)  was  wholly 
without  taste  or  colour. 
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He  looked  hut  on  the  blackness  of  the  gulf,  and 
shuddered ;  her  vision  overleapt  it,  and  smiled  on  the 
misty  palaces  her  fancy  built  beyond. 

Late  in  the  evening,  before  she  retired  to  rest,  Helen 
knocked  gently  at  her  aunt's  door, — a  voice  quick  and 
startled  bade  her  enter ;  she  came  in,  with  her  sweet 
caressing  look,  and  took  Lucretia's  hand,  which  struggled 
from  the  clasp.  Bending  over  that  haggard  brow,  she 
said,  simply,  yet  to  Lucretia's  ear  the  voice  seemed  that 
of  command  :  "  Let  me  kiss  you,  this  night  ! "  and  her 
lips  pressed  that  brow.  The  murderess  shuddered,  and 
closed  her  eyes  ;  when  she  opened  them,  the  angel  visi- 
tor was  gone. 

Night  deepened  and  deepened  into  those  hours  from 
the  first  of  which  we  number  the  morn,  though  night 
still  is  at  her  full.  Moonbeam  and  starbeam  came 
through  the  casements,  shyly,  and  fairy-like,  as  on  that 
night,  when  the  murderess  was  young  and  crimeless — 
in  deed,  if  not  in  thought — that  night,  when  in  the  book 
of  Leechcraft,  she  meted  out  the  hours  in  which  the 
life  of  her  benefactor  might  still  interpose  between  her 
passion  and  its  end.  Along  the  stairs,  through  the  hall, 
marched  the  armies  of  light — noiseless  and  still  and 
clear,  as  the  judgments  of  God  amidst  the  darkness 
and  shadow  of  mortal  destinies.  In  one  chamber  alone, 
the  folds,  curtained  close,  forbade  all  but  a  single  ray — 
that  ray  came  direct,  as  the  stream  from  a  lantern,  as 
the  beam  reflected  back  from  an  eye ; — as  an  eye  it 
seemed  watchful,  and  steadfast,  through  the  dark ;  it 
shot  along  the  floor — it  fell  at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

VOL.  II.  R 
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Suddenly,  in  the  exceeding  hush,  there  was  a  strange 
and  ghastly  sound — it  was  the  howl  of  a  dog  !  Helen 
started  from  her  sleep.  Percival's  dog  had  followed 
her  into  her  room,  it  had  coiled  itself,  grateful  for  the 
kindness,  at  the  foot  of  the  hed.  Now,  it  was  on  the 
pillow,  she  felt  its  heart  beat  against  her  hand ;  it  was 
trembling ;  its  hairs  bristled  up,  and  the  howl  changed 
into  a  shrill  bark  of  terror  and  wrath.  Alarmed,  she 
looked  round  :  quickly  between  her  and  that  ray  from 
the  crevice,  a  shapeless  darkness  passed,  and  was  gone ! 
So  undistinguishable,  so  without  outline,  that  it  had 
no  likeness  of  any  living  form : — like  a  cloud,  like 
a  thought,  like  an  omen,  it  came  in  gloom,  and  it 
vanished. 

Helen  was  seized  with  a  superstitious  terror — the 
dog  continued  to  tremble  and  growl  low.  All  once 
more  was  still — the  dog  sighed  itself  to  rest.  The 
stillness,  the  solitude — the  glimmer  of  the  moon — all 
contributed  yet  more  to  appal  the  enfeebled  nerves  of 
the  listening,  shrinking  girl.  At  length  she  buried  her 
face  under  the  clothes,  and  towards  daybreak  fell  into 
a  broken,  feverish  sleep,  haunted  with  threatening 
dreams. 


CHAPTEE    XXV. 

The  Messenger  speeds. 

TOWARDS  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day,  an  elderly 
gentleman  was  seated  in  the  coffee-room  of  a  hotel  at 
Southampton,  engaged  in  writing  a  letter,  while  the 
waiter  in  attendance  was  employed  on  the  wires  that 
fettered  the  petulant  spirit  contained  in  a  bottle  of 
Schweppe's  soda-water.  There  was  something  in  the 
aspect  of  the  old  gentleman,  and  in  the  very  tone  of  his 
voice,  that  inspired  respect,  and  the  waiter  had  cleared 
the  other  tables  of  their  latest  newspapers  to  place 
before  him.  He  had  only  just  arrived  by  the  packet 
from  Havre,  and  even  the  newspapers  had  not  been  to 
him  that  primary  attraction  they  generally  constitute  to 
the  Englishman  returning  to  his  bustling  native  land, 
which,  somewhat  to  his  surprise,  has  contrived  to  go 
on  tolerably  well  during  his  absence. 

We  use  our  privilege  of  looking  over  his  shoulder 
while  he  writes  : — 

"  Here  I  am,  then,  dear  Lady  Mary,  at  Southampton, 
and  within  an  easy  drive  of  the  old  Hall !    A  file  of 
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Galignani's  Journals,  which  I  found  in  the  road  between 
Marseilles  and  Paris,  informed  me,  under  the  head  of 
'fashionable  movements,'  that  Percival  St  John,  Es- 
quire, was  'gone  to  his  seat  at  Laughton.'  According 
to  my  customary  tactics  of  marching  at  once  to  the  seat 
of  action,  I  therefore  made  direct  for  Havre,  instead  of 
crossing  from  Calais,  and  I  suppose  I  shall  find  our 
young  gentleman  engaged  in  the  slaughter  of  hares  and 
partridges.  You  see  it  is  a  good  sign  that  he  can  leave 
London.  Keep  up  your  spirits,  niy  dear  friend.  If 
Perce  has  been  really  duped  and  taken  in, — as  all  you 
mothers  are  so  apt  to  fancy, — rely  upon  an  old  soldier 
to  defeat  the  enemy,  and  expose  the  ruse.  But  if,  after 
all,  the  girl  is  such  as  he  describes  and  believes — inno- 
cent, artless,  and  worthy  his  affection — oh,  then  I  range 
myself,  with  your  own  good  heart,  upon  his  side. 
Never  will  I  run  the  risk  of  unsettling  a  man's  whole 
character  for  life  by  wantonly  interfering  with  his  affec- 
tions. But  there  we  are  agreed. 

"In  a  few  hours  I  shall  be  with  our  dear  boy,  and 
his  whole  heart  will  come  out  clear  and  candid  as  when 
it  beat  under  his  midshipman's  true-blue.  In  a  day  or 
two  I  shall  make  him  take  me  to  town,  to  introduce 
me  to  the  whole  nest  of  them.  Then  I  shall  report 
progress.  Adieu,  till  then !  Kind  regards  to  your 
poor  sister.  I  think  we  shall  have  a  mild  winter. 
Not  one  warning  twinge  as  yet  of  the  old  rheumatism. 
— Ever  your  devoted  old  friend  and  preux  chevalier, 

11 H.  GREVILLE." 
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The  captain  had  completed  his  letter,  sipped  his 
soda-water,  and  was  affixing  to  his  communication  his 
seal,  when  he  heard  the  rattle  of  a  post-chaise  without. 
Fancying  it  was  the  one  he  had  ordered,  he  went  to 
the  open  window  which  looked  on  the  street ;  but  the 
chaise  contained  travellers,  only  halting  to  change 
horses.  Somewhat  to  his  surprise,  and  a  little  to  his 
chagrin, — for  the  captain  did  not  count  on  finding 
company  at  the  Hall, — he  heard  one  of  the  travellers 
in  the  chaise  ask  the  distance  to  Laughton.  The  coun- 
tenance of  the  questioner  was  not  familiar  to  him.  But 
leaving  the  worthy  captain  to  question  the  landlord, 
without  any  satisfactory  information,  and  to  hasten  the 
chaise  for  himself,  we  accompany  the  travellers  on  their 
way  to  Laughton.  There  were  but  two — the  proper 
complement  of  a  post-chaise — and  they  were  both  of 
the  ruder  sex.  The  elder  of  the  two  was  a  man  of 
middle  age,  but  whom  the  wear  and  tear  of  active  life 
had  evidently  advanced  towards  the  state  called  elderly. 
But  there  was  still  abundant  life  in  his  quick,  dark 
eye ;  and  that  mercurial  youthfulness  of  character, 
which  in  some  happy  constitutions  seems  to  defy  years 
and  sorrows,  evinced  itself  in  a  rapid  play  of  counte- 
nance, and  as  much  gesticulation  as  the  narrow  confines 
of  the  vehicle  and  the  position  of  a  traveller  will  permit. 
The  younger  man,  far  more  grave  in  aspect  and  quiet 
in  manner,  leaned  back  in  the  corner  with  folded  arms, 
and  listened  with  respectful  attention  to  his  companion. 

"  Certainly,  Dr  Johnson  is  right — great  happiness  in 
an  English  post-chaise  properly  driven  !  more  exhilarat- 
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ing  than  a  palanquin  :  '  Post  equitem  sedet  atra  euro1 
— true  only  of  such  scrubby  hacks  as  old  Horace  could 
have  known.  Black  Care  does  not  sit  behind  English 
posters — eh,  my  boy  ! "  As  he  spoke  this,  the  gentle- 
man had  twice  let  down  the  glass  of  the  vehicle,  and 
twice  put  it  up  again. 

"Yet,"  he  resumed,  without  noticing  the  brief,  good- 
humoured  reply  of  his  companion — "yet  this  is  an 
anxious  business  enough  that  we  are  about.  I  don't 
feel  quite  easy  in  my  conscience.  Poor  Braddell's  in- 
junctions were  very  strict,  and  I  disobey  them.  It  is 
on  your  responsibility,  John  ! " 

"  I  take  it  without  hesitation.  All  the  motives  for 
so  stern  a  severance  must  have  ceased,  and  is  it  not 
a  sufficient  punishment  to  find  in  that  hoped-for 
son,  a " 

"  Poor  woman  !  "  interrupted  the  elder  gentleman,  in 
whom  we  begin  to  recognise  the  soi-disant  Mr  Tomkins 
— "  true,  indeed — too  true.  How  well  I  remember  the 
impression  Lucretia  Clavering  first  produced  on  me  ; — 
and  to  think  of  her  now  as  a  miserable  cripple  !  By 
Jove,  you  are  right,  sir !  Drive  on,  postboy,  quick, 
quick  ! " 

There  was  a  short  silence. 

The  elder  gentleman  abruptly  put  his  hand  upon 
his  companion's  arm. 

"What  consummate  acuteness — what  patient  research 
you  have  shown  !  What  could  I  have  done  in  this 
business  without  you  ?  How  often  had  that  garrulous 
Mrs  Mivers  bored  me  with  Becky  Carruthers,  and  the 
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coral,  and  St  Paul's,  and  not  a  suspicion  came  across 
me ; — a  word  was  sufficient  for  you ; — and  then  to 
track  this  unfeeling  old  Joplin  from  place  to  place,  till 
you  find  her  absolutely  a  servant  under  the  very  roof 
of  Mrs  Braddell  herself !  "Wonderful !  Ah,  boy,  you 
will  be  an  honour  to  the  law,  and  to  your  country. 
And  what  a  hard-hearted  rascal  you  must  think  me  to 
have  deserted  you  so  long  ! " 

"  My  dear  father,"  said  John  Ard worth,  tenderly — 
"  your  love  now  recompenses  me  for  all.  And  ought  I 
not  rather  to  rejoice  not  to  have  known  the  tale  of  a 
mother's  shame,  until  I  could  half  forget  it  on  a  father's 
breast  ? " 

"  John,"  said  the  elder  Ardworth,  with  a  choking 
voice — "I  ought  to  wear  sackcloth  all  my  life,  for 
having  given  you  such  a  mother.  When  I  think  what 
I  have  suffered  from  the  habit  of  carelessness  in  those 
confounded  money  matters — ('  irritamenta  malamm,' 
indeed  !),  I  have  only  one  consolation,  that  my  patient, 
noble  son  is  free  from  my  vice.  You  would  not  be- 
lieve what  a  well-principled,  honourable  fellow  I  was 
at  your  age,  and  yet,  how  truly  I  said  to  my  poor 
friend,  "William  Mainwaring,  one  day  at  Laughton  (I 
remember  it  now) — '  Trust  me  with  anything  else  but 
half-a-guinea  ! '  Why,  sir,  it  was  that  fault  that  threw 
me  into  low  company — that  brought  me  in  contact  with 
my  innkeeper's  daughter  at  Limerick.  I  fell  in  love, 
and  I  married  (for,  with  all  nay  faults,  I  was  never  a 
seducer,  John).  I  did  not  own  my  marriage ;  why 
should  1 1 — my  relatives  had  cut  me  already.  You 
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were  born,  and,  hunted  poor  devil  as  I  was,  I  forgot 
all  by  your  cradle.  Then,  in  the  midst  of  my  troubles, 
that  ungrateful  woman  deserted  me — then  I  was  led 
to  believe  that  it  was  not  my  own  son  whom  I  had 
kissed  and  blessed.  Ah,  but  for  that  thought,  should 
I  have  left  you  as  I  did  !  And  even  in  infancy,  you 
had  the  features  only  of  your  mother.  Then,  when 
the  death  of  the  adulteress  set  me  free,  and  years  after- 
wards, in  India,  I  married  again,  and  had  new  ties — 
my  heart  grew  still  harder  to  you.  I  excused  myself 
by  knoAving  that  at  least  you  were  cared  for,  and 
trained  to  good  by  a  better  guide  than  I.  But  when, 
by  so  strange  a  hazard,  the  very  priest  who  had  con- 
fessed your  mother  on  her  deathbed  (she  was  a  Catho- 
lic) came  to  India,  and  (for  he  had  known  me  at 
Limerick)  recognised  my  altered  person,  and,  obeying 
his  penitent's  last  injunctions,  assured  me  that  you 
were  my  son, — oh,  John,  then,  believe  me,  I  hastened 
back  to  England  on  the  wings  of  remorse  !  Love  you, 
boy  !  I  have  left  at  Madras  three  children,  young  and 
fair,  by  a  woman  now  in  heaven,  who  never  wronged 
me,  and,  by  my  soul,  John  Ardworth,  you  are  dearer 
to  me  than  all ! " 

The  father's  head  drooped  on  his  son's  breast  as  he 
spoke  ;  then,  dashing  away  his  tears,  he  resumed  : 

"  Ah,  why  would  not  Braddell  permit  me,  as  I  pro- 
posed, to  find  for  his  son  the  same  guardianship  as 
that  to  which  I  intrusted  my  own  ;  but  his  bigotry 
besotted  him  ; — a  clergyman  of  the  high  church, — that 
was  worse  than  an  atheist !  I  had  no  choice  left  to 
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me  but  the  roof  of  that  she-hypocrite.  Yet  I  ought 
to  have  come  to  England  when  I  heard  of  the  child's 
loss,  braved  duns  and  all ;  but  I  was  money-making, 
money-making — retribution  for  money-wasting ; — and 
— well,  it's  no  use  repenting  ! — and — and — there  is  the 
lodge,  the  park,  the  old  trees  !  Poor  Sir  Miles  ! " 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

The  Spy  flies. 

MEANWHILE  at  Laughton  there  was  confusion  and 
alarm.  Helen  had  found  herself  more  than  usually 
unwell  in  the  morning ;  towards  noon,  the  maid  who 
attended  her  informed  Madame  Dalibard  that  she  was 
afraid  the  poor  young  lady  had  much  fever,  and  in- 
quired if  the  doctor  should  be  sent  for.  Madame 
Dalibard  seemed  surprised  at  the  intelligence,  and  di- 
rected her  chair  to  be  wheeled  into  her  niece's  room, 
in  order  herself  to  judge  of  Helen's  state.  The  maid, 
sure  that  the  doctor  would  be  summoned,  hastened  to 
the  stables,  and  seeing  Beck,  instructed  him  to  saddle 
one  of  the  horses,  and  to  await  further  orders.  Beck 
kept  her  a  few  moments  talking,  while  he  saddled  his 
horse,  and  then  followed  her  into  the  house,  observing 
that  it  would  save  time  if  he  were  close  at  hand. 

"  That  is  quite  true,"  said  the  maid,  "  and  you  may 
as  well  wait  in  the  corridor.  Madame  may  wish  to 
speak  to  you  herself,  and  give  you  her  own  message  or 
note  to  the  doctor." 

Beck,  full  of  gloomy  suspicions,  gladly  obeyed  ;  and 
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while  the  maid  entered  the  sick-chamber,  stood  an- 
xiously without.  Presently  Varney  passed  him,  and 
knocked  at  Helen's  door ;  the  maid  half-opened  it. 

"  How  is  Miss  Mainwaring  ? "  said  he,  eagerly. 

"I  fear  she  is  worse,  sir, — but  Madame  Dalibard 
does  not  think  there  is  any  danger." 

"No  danger!  I  am  glad;  but  pray  ask  Madame 
Dalibard  to  let  me  see  her  for  a  few  moments,  in  her 
own  room.  If  she  come  out  I  will  wheel  her  chair  to 
it.  Whether  there  is  danger  or  not,  we  had  better 
send  for  other  advice  than  this  country  doctor,  who 
has  perhaps  mistaken  the  case ;  tell  her  I  am  very 
uneasy,  and  beg  her  to  join  me  immediately." 

"  I  think  you  are  quite  right,  sir,"  said  the  maid, 
closing  the  door. 

Varney  then,  turning  round  for  the  first  time,  noticed 
Beck,  and  said,  roughly — 

"  What  do  you  do  here  ?  Wait  below  till  you  are 
sent  for." 

Beck  pulled  his  forelock,  and  retreated  back,  not  in 
the  direction  of  the  principal  staircase,  but  towards 
that  used  by  the  servants,  and  which  his  researches 
into  the  topography  of  the  mansion  had  now  made 
known  to  him.  To  gain  these  back  stairs  he  had  to 
pass  Lucretia's  room  ;  the  door  stood  ajar ;  Varney' s 
face  was  turned  from  him.  Beck  breathed  hard, 
looked  round,  then  crept  within,  and  in  a  moment 
was  behind  the  folds  of  the  tapestry. 

Soon  the  chair  in  which  sat  Madame  Dalibard  was 
drawn  by  Varney  himself  into  the  room. 
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Shutting  the  door  with  care,  and  turning  the  key, 
Gabriel  said,  with  low,  suppressed  passion — 

"Well;  your  mind  seems  wandering — speak!" 

"  It  is  strange,"  said  Lucretia,  in  hollow  tones;  "  can 
Nature  turn  accomplice,  and  befriend  us  here  1 " 

"  Nature  !  did  you  not  last  night  administer  the " 

"  No,"  interrupted  Lucretia.  "  No  ;  she  came  into 
the  room — she  kissed  me  here,  on  the  brow  that  even 
then  was  meditating  murder.  The  kiss  burned ;  it 
burns  still — it  eats  into  the  brain,  like  remorse.  But 
I  did  not  yield — I  read  again  her  false  father's  protes- 
tation of  love — I  read  again  the  letter  announcing  the 
discovery  of  my  son,  and  remorse  lay  still — I  went 
forth  as  before — I  stole  into  her  chamber — I  had  the 
fatal  crystal  in  my  hand " 

"Well!  well!" 

"And  suddenly  there  came  the  fearful  howl  of  a 
dog !  and  the  dog's  fierce  eyes  glared  on  me  ;  I  paused 
— I  trembled ;  Helen  started,  woke,  called  aloud — I 
turned  and  fled.  The  poison  was  not  given." 

Yarney  ground  his  teeth.  "  But  this  illness  !  Ha! 
the  effect,  perhaps,  of  the  drops  administered  two 
nights  ago." 

"  No  !  this  illness  has  no  symptoms  like  those  the 
poison  should  bequeath ;  it  is  but  natural  fever,  a 
shock  on  the  nerves  ;  she  told  me  she  had  been 
wakened  by  the  dog's  howl,  and  seen  a  dark  form,  like 
a  thing  from  the  grave,  creeping  along  the  floor.  But 
she  is  really  ill — send  for  the  physician ;  there  is 
nothing  in  her  illness  to  betray  the  hand  of  man.  Be 
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it  as  it  may — that  kiss  still  burns — I  will  stir  in  this 
no  more.  Do  what  you  will  yourself ! " 

"  Fool !  fool ! "  exclaimed  Varney,  almost  rudely 
grasping  her  arm.  "  Remember  how  much  we  have 
yet  to  prepare  for — how  much  to  do — and  the  time  so 
short !  Percival's  return — perhaps  this  Greville's  ar- 
rival. Give  me  the  drugs,  I  will  mix  them  for  her  in 
the  potion  the  physician  sends.  And  when  Percival 
returns — his  Helen  dead  or  dying — /  will  attend  on 
Mm  !  Silent  still  1  Eecall  your  son  !  Soon  you  will 
clasp  him  in  your  arms  as  a  beggar,  or  as  the  lord  of 
Laughton  ! " 

Lucretia  shuddered,  but  did  not  rise ;  she  drew 
forth  a  ring  of  keys  from  her  bosom,  and  pointed 
towards  a  secretary.  Varney  snatched  the  keys,  un- 
locked the  secretary,  seized  the  fatal  casket,  and  sat 
down  quietly  before  it. 

When  the  dire  selections  were  made,  and  secreted 
about  his  person,  Yarney  rose,  approached  the  fire,  and 
blew  the  wood  embers  to  a  blaze. 

"And  now,"  he  said,  with  his  icy  irony  of  smile, 
"  we  may  dismiss  these  useful  instruments  perhaps  for 
ever.  Though  Walter  Ardworth,  in  restoring  your 
son,  leaves  us  dependent  on  that  son's  filial  affection, 
and  I  may  have,  therefore,  little  to  hope  for  from  the 
succession,  to  secure  which  I  have  risked,  and  am 
again  to  risk,  my  life,  I  yet  trust  to  that  influence 
which  you  never  fail  to  obtain  over  others.  I  take  it 
for  granted,  that  when  these  halls  are  Vincent  Brad- 
dell's,  we  shall  have  no  need  of  gold,  nor  of  these  pale 
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alchemies.  Perish,  then,  the  mute  witnesses  of  our 
acts  ! — the  elements  we  have  howed  to  our  will !  No 
poisons  shall  be  found  in  our  hoards  !  Fire,  consume 
your  consuming  children  ! " 

As  he  spoke,  he  threw  upon  the  hearth  the  contents 
of  the  casket,  and  set  his  heel  upon  the  logs.  A  hluish 
flame  shot  up,  breaking  into  countless  sparks,  and  then 
died. 

Lucretia  watched  him,  without  speaking. 

In  coming  back  towards  the  table,  Varney  felt  some- 
thing hard  beneath  his  tread  ;  he  stooped,  and  picked 
up  the  ring  which  has  before  been  described  as  amongst 
the  ghastly  treasures  of  the  casket,  and  which  had 
rolled  on  the  floor  almost  to  Lucretia' s  feet,  as  he  had 
emptied  the  contents  on  the  hearth. 

"  This,  at  least,  need  tell  no  tales,"  said  he ;  "a  pity 
to  destroy  so  rare  a  piece  of  workmanship — one,  too, 
which  we  never  can  replace  ! " 

"  Ay,"  said  Lucretia,  abstractedly — "  and  if  detection 
comes,  it  may  secure  a  refuge  from  the  gibbet.  Give 
me  the  ring  ! " 

"A  refuge  more  terrible  than  the  detection,"  said 
Varney —  "  beware  of  such  a  thought,"  as  Lucretia, 
taking  it  from  his  hand,  placed  the  ring  on  her  finger. 

"  And  now  I  leave  you  for  awhile  to  recollect  your- 
self— to  compose  your  countenance  and  your  thoughts. 
I  will  send  for  the  physician." 

Lucretia,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor,  did  not 
heed  him,  and  he  withdrew. 

So  motionless  was  her  attitude — so  still  her  very 
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breathing — that  the  unseen  witness  behind  the  tap- 
estry, who,  while  struck  with  horror  at  what  he  had 
overheard  (the  general  purport  of  which  it  was  impos- 
sible that  he  could  misunderstand),  was  parched  with 
impatience  to  escape  —  to  rescue  his  beloved  master 
from  his  impending  fate,  and  warn  him  of  the  fate 
hovering  nearer  still  over  Helen,  ventured  to  creep 
along  the  wall  to  the  threshold — to  peer  forth  from 
the  arras,  and  seeing  her  eyes  still  downcast,  to  emerge, 
and  place  his  hand  on  the  door. 

At  that  very  moment  Lucretia  looked  up,  and  saw 
him  gliding  from  the  tapestry;  their  eyes  met — his 
were  fascinated  as  the  bird's  by  the  snake's.  At  the 
sight,  all  her  craft,  her  intellect,  returned.  With  a 
glance,  she  comprehended  the  terrible  danger  that 
awaited  her.  Before  he  was  aware  of  her  movement, 
she  was  at  his  side — her  hand  on  his  own — her  voice 
in  his  ear. 

"  Stir  not  a  step — utter  not  a  sound — or  you  are " 

Beck  did  not  suffer  her  to  proceed.  With  the  vio- 
lence rather  of  fear  than  of  courage,  he  struck  her  to 
the  ground  ;  but  she  clung  to  him  still ;  and,  though 
rendered  for  the  moment  speechless  by  the  suddenness 
of  the  blow,  her  eyes  took  an  expression  of  unspeak- 
able cruelty  and  fierceness.  He  struggled  with  all  his 
might  to  shake  her  off ;  as  he  did  so,  she  placed  feebly 
her  other  hand  upon  the  wrist  of  the  lifted  arm.  that 
had  smitten  her,  and  he  felt  a  sharp  pain,  as  if  the 
nails  had  fastened  into  the  flesh.  This  but  exasper- 
ated him  to  new  efforts.  He  extricated  himself  from 
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her  grasp,  which  relaxed  as  her  lips  writhed  into  a 
smile  of  scorn  and  triumph,  and,  spurning  her  while 
she  lay  before  the  threshold,  he  opened  the  door, 
sprang  forward,  and  escaped.  !Nb  thought  had  he  of 
tarrying  in  that  House  of  Pelops,  those  human  sham- 
bles— of  denouncing  Murder  in  its  lair ;  to  fly,  to  reach 
his  master,  warn  and  shield  him — that  was  the  sole 
thought  which  crossed  his  confused,  bewildered  brain. 

It  might  be  from  four  to  five  minutes  that  Lucretia, 
half-stunned,  half-senseless,  lay  upon  those  floors ;  for, 
besides  the  violence  of  her  fall,  the  shock  of  the  struggle 
upon  nerves  weakened  by  the  agony  of  apprehension, 
occasioned  by  the  imminent  and  unforeseen  chance  of 
detection,  paralysed  her  wondrous  vigour  of  mind  and 
frame — when  Varney  entered. 

"They  tell  me  she  sleeps,"  he  said,  in  hoarse  mut- 
tered accents,  before  he  saw  the  prostrate  form  at  his 
very  feet.  But  Varney's  step — Varney's  voice,  had 
awakened  Lucretia's  reason  to  consciousness  and  the 
sense  of  peril.  Eising,  though  with  effort,  she  related 
hurriedly  what  had  passed. 

"  Fly  ! — fly  ! "  she  gasped,  as  she  concluded.  "Fly 
— to  detain,  to  secrete  this  man  somewhere  for  the 
next  few  hours.  Silence  him  but  till  then — I  have 
done  the  rest ! " — and  her  finger  pointed  to  the  fatal 
ring. 

Yarney  waited  for  no  farther  words ;  he  hurried 
out,  and  made  at  once  to  the  stables  :  his  shrewdness 
conjectured  that  Beck  would  carry  his  tale  elsewhere. 
The  groom  was  already  gone  (his  fellows  said)  without 
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a  word,  but  towards  the  lodge  that  led  to  the  South- 
ampton road.  Yarney  ordered  the  swiftest  horse  the 
stables  held  to  be  saddled,  and  said,  as  he  sprang  on 
his  back — 

"  I,  too,  must  go  towards  Southampton — the  poor 
young  lady ! — I  must  prepare  your  master — he  is  on 
his  road  back  to  us ; "  and  the  last  word  was  scarce 
out  of  his  lips,  as  the  sparks  flew  from  the  flints  under 
the  horse's  hoofs,  and  he  spurred  from  the  yard. 

As  he  rode  at  full  speed  through  the  park,  the  vil- 
lain's mind  sped  more  rapidly  than  the  animal  he  be- 
strode— sped  from  fear  to  hope — hope  to  assurance. 
Grant  that  the  spy  lived  to  tell  his  tale — incoherent, 
improbable  as  the  tale  would  be — who  would  believe 
it  1  How  easy  to  meet  tale  by  tale  !  The  man  must 
own  that  he  was  secreted  behind  the  tapestry — where- 
fore but  to  rob  1  Detected  by  Madame  Dalibard,  he 
had  coined  this  wretched  fable.  And  the  spy,  too, 
could  not  live  through  the  day — he  bore  Death  with 
him  as  he  rode — he  fed  its  force  by  his  speed — and  the 
effects  of  the  venom  itself  would  be  those  of  frenzy. 
Tush  !  his  tale,  at  best,  would  seem  but  the  ravings 
of  delirium.  Still,  it  was  well  to  track  him  where 
he  went — delay  him,  if  possible  ;  and  Varney's  spurs 
plunged  deep  and  deeper  into  the  bleeding  flanks  :  on 
desperately  scoured  the  horse.  He  passed  the  lodge — 
he  was  on  the  road — a  chaise  and  pair  dashed  by  him 
— he  heard  not  a  voice  exclaim  "  Varney  !" — he  saw 
not  the  wondering  face  of  John  Ardworth  ; — bending 
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over  the  tossing  mane,  he  was  deaf,  he  was  blind,  to 
all  without  and  around.  A  milestone  glides  by, 
another,  and  a  third.  Ha  !  his  eyes  can  see  now. 
The  object  of  his  chase  is  before  him — he  views  dis- 
tinctly, on  the  brow  of  yon  hill,  the  horse  and  the 
rider,  spurring  fast,  like  himself.  They  descend  the 
hill,  horse  and  horseman,  and  are  snatched  from  his 
sight.  Up  the  steep  strains  the  pursuer.  He  is  at 
the  summit.  He  sees  the  fugitive  before  him,  almost 
within  hearing.  Beck  has  slackened  his  speed ;  he 
seems  swaying  to  and  fro  in  the  saddle.  Ho,  ho  !  the 
barbed  ring  begins  to  work  in  his  veins !  Varney 
looks  round — not  another  soul  is  in  sight — a  deep 
wood  skirts  the  road.  Place  and  time  seem  to  favour 
— Beck  has  reined  in  his  horse — he  bends  low  over 
the  saddle,  as  if  about  to  fall.  Varney  utters  a  half- 
suppressed  cry  of  triumph,  shakes  his  reins,  and  spurs 
on — when,  suddenly  (by  the  curve  of  the  road,  hid  be- 
fore), another  chaise  comes  in  sight,  close  where  Beck 
had  wearily  halted. 

The  chaise  stops — Varney  pulls  in,  and  draws  aside 
to  the  hedgerow !  Some  one  within  the  vehicle  is 
speaking  to  the  fugitive !  May  it  not  be  St  John 
himself?  To  his  rage  and  his  terror,  he  sees  Beck 
painfully  dismount  from  his  horse — sees  him  totter  to 
the  door  of  the  chaise — sees  a  servant  leap  from  the 
box,  and  help  him  up  the  step — sees  him  enter.  It 
must  be  Percival  on  his  return  !  Percival,  to  whom 
he  tells  that  story  of  horror  !  Varney's  brute -like 
courage  forsook  him — his  heart  was  appalled.  In  one 
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of  those  panics  so  common  with  that  boldness  which  is 
but  animal,  his  sole  thought  became  that  of  escape. 
He  turned  his  horse's  head  to  the  fence — forced  his 
way  desperately  through  the  barrier — made  into  the 
wood,  and  sat  there,  cowering  and  listening,  till  in 
another  minute  he  heard  the  wheels  rattle  on,  and  the 
horses  gallop  hard  down  the  hill  towards  the  park. 

The  autumn  wind  swept  through  the  trees — it  shook 
the  branches  of  the  lofty  ash  that  overhung  the  Ac- 
cursed One.  What  observer  of  nature  knows  not  that 
peculiar  sound  which  the  ash  gives  forth  in  the  blast — 
not  the  solemn  groan  of  the  oak — not  the  hollow  mur- 
mur of  the  beech,  but  a  shrill  wail — a  shriek,  as  of  a 
human  voice  in  sharp  anguish.  Varney  shuddered,  as 
if  he  had  heard  the  death-cry  of  his  intended  victims  ! 
Through  briars  and  thickets,  torn  by  the  thorns,  bruised 
by  the  boughs — he  plunged  deeper  and  deeper  into  the 
wood — gained  at  length  the  main  path  cut  through  it 
— found  himself  in  a  lane,  and  rode  on,  careless  whither, 
till  he  had  reached  a  small  town,  about  ten  miles  from 
Laughton,  where  he  resolved  to  wait  till  his  nerves 
had  recovered  their  tone,  and  he  could  more  calmly 
calculate  the  chances  of  safety. 


CHAPTEE    XXVII. 

Lucretia  regains  her  Son. 

IT  seemed  as  if  now,  when  danger  became  most  im- 
minent and  present,  that  that  very  danger  served  to 
restore  to  Lucretia  Dalibard  all  her  faculties,  which 
during  the  earlier  day  had  been  steeped  in  a  kind  of 
dreary  stupor.  The  absolute  necessity  of  playing  out 
her  execrable  part  with  all  suitable  and  consistent 
hypocrisy  braced  her  into  iron.  But  the  disguise  she 
assumed  was  a  supernatural  effort  —  it  stretched  to 
cracking  every  fibre  of  the  brain.  It  seemed  almost 
to  herself  as  if,  her  object  once  gained,  either  life  or 
consciousness  could  hold  out  no  more. 

A  chaise  stopped  at  the  porch — two  gentlemen  de- 
scended. The  elder  paused  irresolutely,  and  at  length, 
taking  out  a  card,  inscribed  "Mr  "Walter  Ardworth," 
said,  "If  Madame  Dalibard  can  be  spoken  to  for  a 
moment,  will  you  give  her  this  card  1 " 

The  footman  hesitatingly  stared  at  the  card,  and  then 
invited  the  gentlemen  into  the  hall  while  he  took  up 
the  message.  Not  long  had  the  visitor  to  wait,  pacing 
the  dark  oak  floors  and  gazing  on  the  faded  banners, 


LUCRETIA.  277 

before  the  servant  reappeared  —  Madame  Dalibard 
would  see  him.  He  followed  his  guide  up  the  stairs  : 
while  his  young  companion  turned  from  the  hall,  and 
seated  himself  musingly  on  one  of  the  benches  on  the 
deserted  terrace. 

Grasping  the  arms  of  her  chair  with  both  hands,  her 
eyes  fixed  eagerly  on  his  face,  Lucretia  Dalibard  awaited 
the  welcome  visitor. 

Prepared  as  he  had  been  for  change,  Walter  was 
startled  by  the  ghastly  alteration  in  Lucretia' s  features, 
increased,  as  it  was  that  moment,  by  all  the  emotions 
which  raged  within.  He  sank  into  the  chair  placed 
for  him  opposite  Lucretia,  and,  clearing  his  throat, 
said,  falteringly — 

"  I  grieve  indeed,  madam,  that  my  visit,  intended 
to  bring  but  joy,  should  chance  thus  inopportunely. 
The  servant  informed  me  as  we  came  up  the  stairs 
that  your  niece  was  ill,  and  I  sympathise  with  your 
natural  anxiety — Susan's  only  child,  too — poor  Susan ! " 

"  Sir,"  said  Lucretia,  impatiently,  "  these  moments 
are  precious.  Sir — sir  ! — my  son — my  son  ! "  and  her 
eyes  glanced  to  the  door.  "  You  have  brought  with 
you  a  companion — does  he  wait  without  ? — My  son  ! " 

"  Madam,  give  me  a  moment's  patience.  I  will  be 
brief,  and  compress  what,  in  other  moments,  might  be 
a  long  narrative,  into  a  few  sentences." 

Eapidly  then  "Walter  Ardworth  passed  over  the  de- 
tails, unnecessary  now  to  repeat  to  the  reader ;  the 
injunctions  of  Braddell,  the  delivery  of  the  child  to 
the  woman  selected  by  his  fellow- sectarian  (who,  it 
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seemed,  by  John  Ardworth's  recent  inquiries,  was 
afterwards  expelled  the  community,  and  who,  there 
was  reason  to  believe,  had  been  the  first  seducer  of  the 
woman  thus  recommended).  No  clue  to  the  child's 
parentage  had  been  given  to  the  woman  with  the  sum 
intrusted  for  his  maintenance,  which  sum  had  perhaps 
been  the  main  cause  of  her  reckless  progress  to  infamy 
and  ruin.  The  narrator  passed  lightly  over  the  neglect 
and  cruelty  of  the  nurse  to  her  abandonment  of  the 
child  when  the  money  was  exhausted.  Fortunately, 
she  had  overlooked  the  coral  round  its  neck.  By  that 
coral,  and  by  the  initials  V.  B.,  which  Ard worth  had 
had  the  precaution  to  have  burned  into  the  child's 
wrist,  the  lost  son  had  been  discovered  :  the  nurse  her- 
self (fo»nd  in  the  person  of  Martha  Skeggs,  Lucretia's 
own  servant)  had  been  confronted  with  the  woman  to 
whom  she  gave  the  child,  and  recognised  at  once.  Nor 
had  it  been  difficult  to  obtain  from  her  the  confession 
which  completed  the  evidence. 

"  In  this  discovery,"  concluded  Ard  worth,  "  the  per- 
son I  employed  met  your  own  agent,  and  the  last  links 
in  the  chain  they  traced  together.  But  to  that  person 
— to  his  zeal  and  intelligence — you  owe  the  happiness 
I  trust  to  give  you.  He  sympathised  with  me  the 
more  that  he  knew  you  personally,  felt  for  your  sor- 
rows, and  had  a  lingering  belief  that  you  supposed 
Mm  to  be  the  child  you  yearned  for.  Madam,  thank 
my  son  for  the  restoration  of  your  own ! " 

Without  sound,  Lucretia  had  listened  to  these  de- 
tails, though  her  countenance  changed  fearfully  as  the 
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narrator  proceeded.     But  now  she  groaned  aloud  and 
in  agony. 

"Nay,  madam,"  said  Ard worth,  feelingly,  and  in 
some  surprise,  "surely  the  discovery  of  your  son 
should  create  gladder  emotions.  Though,  indeed,  you 
will  be  prepared  to  find  that  the  poor  youth  so  reared 
wants  education  and  refinement,  I  have  heard  enough 
to  convince  me  that  his  dispositions  are  good  and  his 
heart  grateful  Judge  of  this  yourself ;  he  is  in  these 
walls — he  is " 

"  Abandoned  by  a  harlot  —  reared  by  a  beggar  ! 
My  son  ! "  iuterrupted  Lucretia,  in  broken  sentences. 
"  Well,  sir,  have  you  discharged  your  task !  Well 
have  you  replaced  a  mother  ! " 

Before  Ardworth  could  reply,  loud  and  rapid  steps 
were  heard  in  the  corridor,  and  a  voice,  cracked,  in- 
distinct, but  vehement.  The  door  was  thrown  open, 
and,  half  supported  by  Captain  Greville,  half  dragging 
him  along — his  features  convulsed,  whether  by  pain  or 
passion — the  spy  upon  Lucretia's  secrets,  the  denouncer 
of  her  crime,  tottered  to  the  threshold.  Pointing  to 
where  she  sat  with  his  long,  lean  arm,  Beck  exclaimed, 
"  Seize  her !  I  'cuse  her,  face  to  face,  of  the  murder 
of  her  niece  ! — of — of  I  told  you,  sir — I  told  you " 

"  Madam,"  said  Captain  Greville,  "  you  stand  charged 
by  this  witness  with  the  most  terrible  of  human  crimes. 
I  judge  you  not.  Your  niece,  I  rejoice  to  hear,  yet 
lives  !  Pray  God  that  her  death  be  not  traced  to  those 
kindred  hands  ! " 

Turning  her  eyes  from  one  to  the  other  with  a  wan- 
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dering  stare,  Lucretia  Dalibard  remained  silent.  But 
there  was  still  scorn  on  her  lip,  and  defiance  on  her 
brow.  At  last  she  said  slowly,  and  to  Ardworth — 

"Where  is  my  son1?  You  say  he  is  within  these 
walls — call  him  forth  to  protect  his  mother  !  Give  me 
at  least  my  son — my  son  ! " 

Her  last  words  were  drowned  by  a  fresh  burst  of 
fury  from  her  denouncer.  In  all  the  coarsest  invective 
his  education  could  supply — in  all  the  hideous  vulgari- 
ties of  his  untutored  dialect — in  that  uncurbed  licen- 
tiousness of  tone,  look,  and  manner  which  passion, 
once  aroused,  gives  to  the  dregs  and  scum  of  the  po- 
pulace— Beck  poured  forth  his  frightful  charges — his 
frantic  execrations.  In  vain  Captain  Greville  strove 
to  check  him.  In  vain  Walter  Ardworth  sought  to 
draw  him  from  the  room.  But  while  the  poor  wretch 
— maddening  not  more  with  the  consciousness  of  the 
crime,  than  with  the  excitement  of  the  poison  in  his 
blood — thus  raved  and  stormed,  a  terrible  suspicion 
crossed  Walter  Ardworth  :  mechanically — as  his  grasp 
was  on  the  accuser's  arm — he  bared  the  sleeve,  and  on 
the  wrist  were  the  dark-blue  letters,  burned  into  the 
skin,  and  bearing  witness  to  his  identity  with  the  lost 
Vincent  Braddell. 

"  Hold,  hold  ! "  he  exclaimed  then — "  hold,  unhappy 
man  ! — it  is  your  mother  whom  you  denounce  ! " 

Lucretia  sprang  up  erect — her  eyes  seemed  starting 
from  her  head  ;  she  caught  at  the  arm  pointed  towards 
her  in  wrath  and  menace  —  and  there,  amidst  those 
letters  that  proclaimed  her  son,  was  the  small  puncture 
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surrounded  by  a  livid  circle,  that  announced  her  victim. 
In  the  same  instant  she  discovered  her  child  in  the 
man  who  was  calling  down  upon  her  head  the  hatred 
of  Earth  and  the  justice  of  Heaven,  and  knew  herself 
his  murderess. 

She  dropped  the  arm,  and  sank  back  on  the  chair ; 
and,  whether  the  poison  had  now  reached  to  the  vitals, 
or  whether  so  unwonted  a  passion  in  so  frail  a  frame 
sufficed  for  the  death-stroke,  Beck  himself,  with  a  low 
suffocated  cry,  slid  from  the  hand  of  Ardworth,  and 
tottering  a  step  or  so,  the  blood  gushed  from  his  mouth 
over  Lucretia's  robe ; — his  head  drooped  an  instant,  and 
falling,  rested  first  upon  her  lap,  then  struck  heavily 
on  the  floor.  The  two  men  bent  over  him,  and  raised 
him  in  their  arms — his  eyes  opened  and  closed — his 
throat  rattled,  and  as  he  fell  back  into  their  arms  a 
corpse,  a  laugh  rose  close  at  hand — it  rang  through 
the  walls,  it  was  heard  near  and  afar — above  and  be- 
low. Kot  an  ear  in  that  house  that  heard  it  not.  In 
that  laugh  fled  for  ever  till  the  Judgment-day,  from 
the  blackened  ruins  of  her  lost  soul,  the  reason  of  the 
murderess-mother. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

The  Lots  vanish  within  the  Urn. 

VARNEY'S  self-commune  restored  to  him  his  constitu- 
tional audacity.  He  returned  to  Uaughton  towards 
the  evening,  and  held  a  conference  with  Greville. 
Fortunately  for  him,  perhaps,  and  happily  for  all, 
Helen  had  lost  all  more  dangerous  symptoms,  and  the 
physician,  who  was  in  the  house,  saw  in  her  state 
nothing  not^  easily  to  be  accounted  for  by  natural 
causes.  Percival  had  arrived,  had  seen  Helen — no 
wonder  she  was  better.  Both  from  him  and  from 
Helen,  Madame  Dalibard's  fearful  condition  was  for 
the  present  concealed.  Ardworth's  story,  and  the  fact 
of  Beck's  identity  with  Yincent  Braddell,  were  also  re- 
served for  a  later  occasion.  .  .  .  The  tale  which  Beck 
had  poured  into  the  ear  of  Greville  (when,  recognising 
the  St  John  livery,  the  captain  stopped  his  chaise  to 
inquire  if  Percival  were  at  the  Hall,  and  when,  thrilled 
by  the  hideous  import  of  his  broken  reply,  that  gentle- 
man had  caused  him  to  enter  the  vehicle  to  explain 
himself  further),  Yarney,  with  his  wonted  art  and  ad- 
dress, contrived  to  strip  of  all  probable  semblance. 
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Evidently  the  poor  lad  had  been  already  delirious,  his 
story  must  be  deemed  the  nightmare  of  his  disordered 
reason.  Varney  insisted  upon  surgical  examination  as 
to  the  cause  of  his  death — the  membranes  of  the  brain 
were  found  surcharged  with  blood,  as  in  cases  of  great 
mental  excitement — the  slight  puncture  in  the  wrist, 
ascribed  to  the  prick  of  a  rusty  nail,  provoked  no  suspi- 
cion. If  some  doubts  remained  still  on  Greville's  acute 
mind,  he  was  not  eager  to  express,  still  less  to  act  upon 
them.  Helen  was  declared  to  be  out  of  danger.  Per- 
cival  was  safe — why  affix  by  minute  inquiry  into  the 
alleged  guilt  of  Madame  Dalibard  (already  so  awfully 
affected  by  the  death  of  her  son  and  by  the  loss  of  her 
reason)  so  foul  a  stain  on  the  honoured  family  of  St 
John  1  But  Greville  was  naturally  anxious  to  free  the 
house  as  soon  as  possible  both  of  Varney  and  that 
ominous  Lucretia,  whose  sojourn  under  its  roof  seemed 
accursed.  He  therefore  readily  assented  when  Varney 
proposed,  as  his  obvious  and  personal  duty,  to  take 
charge  of  his  mother-in-law,  and  remove  her  to  London 
for  immediate  advice. 

At  the  dead  of  the  black-clouded  night — no  moon 
and  no  stars — the  son  of  Olivier  Dalibard  bore  away 
the  form  of  the  once  formidable  Lucretia ; — the  form, 
for  the  mind  was  gone — that  teeming,  restless,  and 
fertile  intellect,  which  had  carried  along  the  pro- 
jects with  the  preterhuman  energies  of  the  fiend,  was 
hurled  into  night  and  chaos.  Manacled  and  bound,  for 
at  times  her  paroxysms  were  terrible,  and  all  partook 
of  the  destmctive  and  murderous  character  which  her 
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faculties,  when  present,  had  betrayed,  she  was  placed 
in  the  vehicle  by  the  shrinking  side  of  her  accomplice. 

Long  before  he  arrived  in  London,  Varney  had  got 
rid  of  his  fearful  companion.  His  chaise  had  stopped 
at  the  iron  gates  of  a  large  building,  somewhat  out  of 
the  main  road,  and  the  doors  of  the  Madhouse  closed 
on  Lucretia  Dalibard. 

Varney  then  hastened  to  Dover,  with  intention  of 
flight  into  France  ;  he  was  just  about  to  step  into  the 
vessel,  when  he  was  tapped  rudely  on  the  shoulder,  and 
a  determined  voice  said — "  Mr  Gabriel  Varney,  you  are 
my  prisoner ! " 

"  For  what  1  —  some  paltry  debt  ?  "  said  Varney, 
haughtily. 

"  For  forgery  on  the  Bank  of  England  ! " 

Varney's  hand  plunged  into  his  vest.  The  officer 
seized  it  in  time,  and  wrested  the  blade  from  his  grasp. 
Once  arrested  for  an  offence  it  was  impossible  to  dis- 
prove, although  the  very  smallest  of  which  his  con- 
science might  charge  him,  Varney  sank  into  the  blackest 
despair.  Though  he  had  often  boasted,  not  only  to 
others,  but  to  his  own  vain  breast,  of  the  easy  courage 
with  which,  when  life  ceased  to  yield  enjoyment,  he 
could  dismiss  it  by  the  act  of  his  own  will, — though 
he  had  possessed  himself  of  Lucretia's  murderous  ring, 
and  death,  if  fearful,  was  therefore  at  his  command, 
self-destruction  was  the  last  thought  that  occurred  to 
him  ;  that  morbid  excitability  of  fancy,  which,  whether 
in  his  art  or  in  his  deeds,  had  led  him  to  strange  delight 
in  horror,  now  served  but  to  haunt  him  with  the  images 
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of  death,  in  those  ghastliest  shapes  familiar  to  them,  who 
look  only  into  the  bottom  of  the  charnel,  and  see  but 
the  rat  and  the  worm,  and  the  loathsome  agencies  of 
corruption.  It  was  not  the  despair  of  conscience  that 
seized  him,  it  was  the  abject  clinging  to  life — not  the 
remorse  of  the  soul — that  still  slept  within  him,  too 
noble  an  agency  for  one  so  debased — but  the  gross 
physical  terror.  As  the  fear  of  the  tiger  once  aroused 
is  more  paralysing  than  that  of  the  deer,  proportioned 
to  the  savageness  of  a  disposition  to  which  fear  is  a 
novelty,  so  the  very  boldness  of  Varney,  coming  only 
from  the  perfection  of  the  nervous  organisation,  and 
unsupported  by  one  moral  sentiment,  once  struck  down, 
was  corrupted  into  the  vilest  cowardice.  With  his 
audacity,  his  shrewdness  forsook  him.  Advised  by  his 
lawyer  to  plead  guilty,  he  obeyed,  and  the  sentence  of 
transportation  for  life  gave  him  at  first  a  feeling  of  re- 
prieve ;  but  when  his  imagination  began  to  picture,  in 
the  darkness  of  his  cell,  all  the  true  tortures  of  that 
penalty,  not  so  much,  perhaps,  to  the  uneducated 
peasant  felon,  inured  to  toil,  and  familiarised  with 
coarse  companionship,  as  to  one  pampered  like  himself 
by  all  soft  and  half- womanly  indulgences — the  shaven 
hair — the  convict's  dress — the  rigorous  privation — the 
drudging  toil — the  exile  seemed  as  grim  as  the  grave. 
In  the  dotage  of  faculties  smitten  into  drivelling,  he 
wrote  to  the  Home  Office  offering  to  disclose  secrets 
connected  with  crimes  that  had  hitherto  escaped  or 
baffled  justice,  on  condition  that  his  sentence  might  be 
repealed,  or  mitigated  into  the  gentler  forms  of  ordinary 
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transportation.  No  answer  was  returned  to  him — but 
his  letter  provoked  research ;  circumstances  connected 
with  his  uncle's  death,  and  with  various  other  dark 
passages  in  his  life,  sealed  against  him  all  hope  of  more 
merciful  sentence ;  and  when  some  acquaintances,  whom 
his  art  had  made  for  him,  and  who,  while  grieving  for 
his  crime,  saw  in  it  some  excuses  (ignorant  of  his  feller 
deeds),  sought  to  intercede  in  his  behalf,  the  reply  of 
the  Home  Office  was  obvious  :  "  He  is  a  fortunate  man 
to  have  been  tried  and  condemned  for  his  least  offence." 
Not  one  indulgence  that  could  distinguish  him  from 
the  most  execrable  ruffian  condemned  to  the  same  sen- 
tence was  conceded. 

The  idea  of  the  gibbet  lost  all  its  horror.  Here  was 
a  gibbet  for  every  hour  !  No  hope — no  escape.  Already 
that  Future  Doom  which  comprehends  the  "  For  ever  " 
opened  upon  him,  black  and  fathomless.  The  hour- 
glass was  broken  up — the  hand  of  the  timepiece  was 
arrested.  The  Beyond  stretched  before  him,  without 
limit,  without  goal — on  into  Annihilation  or  into 
Hell. 


EPILOGUE  TO  PAET  THE  SECOND. 

STAND,  0  Man  !  upon  the  hill-top,  in  the  stillness  of 
the  evening  hour,  and  gaze  not  with  joyous,  but  with 
contented  eyes,  upon  the  beautiful  world  around  thee  ! 
See  where  the  mists,  soft  and  dim,  rise  over  the  green 
meadows,  through  which  the  rivulet  steals  its  way ! 
See  where,  broadest  and  stillest,  the  wave  expands  to 
the  full  smile  of  the  setting  sun — and  the  willow  that 
trembles  on  the  breeze — and  the  oak  that  stands  firm 
in  the  storm,  are  reflected  back,  peaceful  both,  from 
the  clear  glass  of  the  tides  !  See  where,  begirt  by 
the  gold  of  the  harvests,  and  backed  by  the  pomp  of  a 
thousand  groves,  the  roofs  of  the  town  bask  noiseless 
in  the  calm  glow  of  the  sky  !  Not  a  sound  from  those 
abodes  floats  in  discord  to  thine  ear — only  from  the 
church-tower,  soaring  high  above  the  rest,  perhaps 
faintly  heard  through  the  stillness,  swells  the  note  of 
the  holy  bell  Along  the  mead,  low  skims  the  swallow 
— on  the  wave,  the  silver  circlet,  breaking  into  spray, 
shows  the  sport  of  the  fish.  See  the  Earth,  how 
serene,  though  all  eloquent  of  activity  and  life  !  See 
the  Heavens,  how  benign,  though  dark  clouds,  by  yon 
mountain,  blend  the  purple  with  the  gold  !  Gaze 
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contented,  for  Good  is  around  thee — not  joyous,  for 
Evil  is  the  shadow  of  Good  !  Let  thy  soul  pierce 
through  the  veil  of  the  senses,  and  thy  sight  plunge 
deeper  than  the  surface,  which  gives  delight  to  thine 
eye.  Below  the  glass  of  that  river,  the  pike  darts  on 
his  prey ;  the  circle  in  the  wave,  the  soft  plash  amongst 
the  reeds,  are  but  signs  of  Destroyer  and  of  Victim. 
In  the  ivy  round  the  oak  by  the  margin,  the  owl 
hungers  for  the  night,  which  shall  give  its  beak  and 
its  talons  living  food  for  its  young ;  and  the  spray  of 
the  willow  trembles  with  the  wing  of  the  redbreast, 
whose  bright  eye  sees  the  worm  on  the  sod.  Canst 
thou  count,  too,  0  Man!  all  the  cares — all  the  sins — 
that  those  noiseless  roof-tops  conceal  ?  With  every 
curl  of  that  smoke  to  the  sky,  a  human  thought  soars 
as  dark,  a  human  hope  melts  as  briefly.  And  the  bell 
from  the  church-tower,  that  to  thy  ear  gives  but  music, 
perhaps  knells  for  the  dead.  The  swallow  but  chases 
the  moth,  and  the  cloud  that  deepens  the  glory  of 
the  heaven  and  the  sweet  shadows  on  the  earth 
nurses  but  the  thunder  that  shall  rend  the  grove, 
and  the  storm  that  shall  devastate  the  harvests. 
Not  with  fear,  not  with  doubt,  recognise,  0  Mortal, 
the  presence  of  Evil  in  the  world.*  Hush  thy  heart 

*  Not,  indeed,  that  the  evil  here  narrated  is  the  ordinary  evil  of 
the  world.  The  lesson  it  inculcates  would  be  lost  if  so  construed  ; 
but  that  the  mystery  of  evil,  whatever  its  degree,  only  increases 
the  necessity  of  faith  in  the  vindication  of  the  contrivance  which 
requires  infinity  for  its  range,  and  eternity  for  its  consummation. 
It  is  in  the  existence  of  evil  that  man  finds  his  duties,  and  his  soul 
its  progress. 
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in  the  humbleness  of  awe,  that  its  mirror  may  reflect 
as  serenely  the  shadow  as  the  light.  Yainly,  for  its 
moral,  dost  thou  gaze  on  the  landscape,  if  thy  soul  puts 
no  check  on  the  dull  delight  of  the  senses.  Two  wings 
only  raise  thee  to  the  summit  of  Truth,  where  the 
Cherub  shall  comfort  the  sorrow,  where  the  Seraph 
shall  enlighten  the  joy.  Dark  as  ebon  spreads  the 
one  wing  ;  white  as  snow  gleams  the  other — mournful 
as  thy  reason  when  it  descends  into  the  deep — exult- 
ing as  thy  faith  when  it  springs  to  the  day-star. 

Beck  sleeps  in  the  churchyard  of  Laughton.  He 
had  lived  to  frustrate  the  monstrous  design  intended  to 
benefit  himself,  and  to  become  the  instrument,  while 
the  victim,  of  the  dread  Eumenides.  That  done,  his 
life  passed,  with  the  crimes  that  had  gathered  around, 
out  of  the  sight  of  mortals.  Helen  slowly  regained 
her  health  in  the  atmosphere  of  love  and  happiness; 
and  Lady  Mary  soon  learned  to  forget  the  fault  of 
the  father  in  the  virtues  of  the  child.  Married  to  Per- 
cival,  Helen  fulfilled  the  destinies  of  woman's  gen- 
ius, in  calling  forth  into  action  man's  earnest  duties. 
She  breathed  into  Percival's  •warm  beneficent  heart 
her  own  more  steadfast  and  divine  intelligence.  Like 
him  she  grew  ambitious,  by  her  he  became  distinguished. 
While  I  write,  fair  children  play  under  the  cedars  of 
Laughton.  And  the  husband  tells  the  daughters  to 
resemble  their  mother ;  and  the  wife's  highest  praise 
to  the  boys  is — "You  have  spoken  truth,  or  done  good 
like  your  father." 

VOL.  II.  T 
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John  Ardworth  has  not  paused  in  his  career,  nor 
belied  the  promise  of  his  youth.  Though  the  elder 
Ardworth,  partly  by  his  own  exertions,  partly  by  his 
second  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  the  French  mer- 
chant through  whose  agency  he  had  corresponded 
with  Fielden,  had  realised  a  moderate  fortune,  it  but 
sufficed  for  his  own  wants,  and  for  the  children  of  his 
later  nuptials,  upon  whom  the  bulk  of  it  was  settled. 
Hence,  happily  perhaps  for  himself  and  others,  the 
easy  circumstances  of  his  father  allowed  to  John 
Ardworth  no  exemption  from  labour.  His  success  in 
the  single  episode  from  active  life  to  literature,  did 
not  intoxicate  or  mislead  him.  He  knew  that  his  real 
element  was  not  in  the  field  of  letters,  but  in  the  world 
of  men.  Not  undervaluing  the  noble  destinies  of  the 
Author,  he  felt  that  those  destinies,  if  realised  to  the 
utmost, .  demanded  powers  other  than  his  own ;  and 
that  man  is  only  true  to  his  genius  when  the  genius  is 
at  home  in  his  career.  He  would  not  renounce  for  a 
brief  celebrity  distant  and  solid  fame.  He  continued 
for  a  few  years,  in  patience  and  privation  and  confi- 
dent self-reliance,  to  drudge  on,  till  the  occupation  for 
the  intellect  fed  by  restraint,  and  the  learning  accum- 
ulated by  study,  came  and  found  the  whole  man  de- 
veloped and  prepared.  Then  he  rose  rapidly  from  step 
to  step — then,  still  retaining  his  high  enthusiasm,  he 
enlarged  his  sphere  of  action  from  the  cold  practice  of 
law,  into  those  vast  social  improvements  which  law, 
rightly  regarded,  should  lead,  and  vivify,  and  create. 
Then,  and  long  before  the  twenty  years  he  had  imposed 
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on  his  probation  had  expired,  he  gazed  again  upon  the 
senate  and  the  abbey,  and  saw  the  doors  of  the  one 
open  to  his  resolute  tread,  and  anticipated  the  glorious 
sepulchre  which  heart  and  brain  should  win  him  in  the 
other. 

John  Ardworth  has  never  married.  When  Percival 
rebukes  him  for  his  celibacy,  his  lip  quivers  slightly, 
and  he  applies  himself  with  more  dogged  earnestness  to 
his  studies  or  his  career.  But  he  never  complains  that 
his  lot  is  lonely,  or  his  affections  void.  For  him  who 
aspires,  and  for  him  who  loves,  life  may  lead  through 
the  thorns,  but  it  never  stops  in  the  desert. 

On  the  minor  personages  involved  in  this  histqry 
there  is  little  need  to  dwell.  Mr  Fielden,  thanks  to  St 
John,  has  obtained  a  much  better  living  in  the  rectory 
of  Laughton ;  but  has  found  new  sources  of  pleasant 
trouble  for  himself  in  seeking  to  drill  into  the  mind  of 
Percival's  eldest  son  the  elements  of  Euclid,  and  the 
principles  of  Latin  syntax. 

We  may  feel  satisfied  that  the  Miverses  will  go  on 
much  the  same  while  trade  enriches  without  refining, 
and  while,  nevertheless,  right  feelings  in  the  common 
paths  of  duty  may  unite  charitable  emotions  with 
graceless  language. 

We  may  rest  assured  that  the  poor  widow,  who  had 
reared  the  lost  son  of  Lucretia,  received  from  the 
bounty  of  Percival  all  that  could  comfort  her  for  his 
death. 

We  have  no  need  to  track  the  dull  crimes  of  Martha, 
or  the  quick,  cunning  vices  of  Grabman,  to  their  inevi- 
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table  goals,  in  the  hospital  or  the  prison,  the  dunghill 
or  the  gibbet. 

Of  the  elder  Ardworth  our  parting  notice  may  be 
less  brief.  We  first  saw  him  in  sanguine  and  generous 
youth,  with  higher  principles  and  clearer  insight  into 
honour  than  William  Mainwaring.  We  have  seen  him 
next  a  spendthrift  and  a  fugitive,  his  principles  debased 
and  his  honour  dimmed.  He  presents  to  us  no  uncom- 
mon example  of  the  corruption  engendered  by  that  vul- 
gar self-indulgence  which  mortgages  the  morrow  for  the 
pleasures  of  to-day.  No  Deity  presides  where  Pru- 
dence is  absent.  Man,  a  world  in  himself,  requires  for 
the  development  of  his  faculties,  patience  ;  and  for  the 
balance  of  his  actions,  order.  Even  where  he  had 
deemed  himself  most  oppressively  made  the  martyr — 
viz.,  in  the  profession  of  mere  political  opinions — Walter 
Ardworth  had  but  followed  out  into  theory  the  restless, 
uncalculating  impatience  which  had  brought  adversity 
on  his  manhood,  and,  despite  his  constitutional  cheer- 
fulness, shadowed  his  age  with  remorse.  The  death  of 
the  child  committed  to  his  charge,  long  (perhaps  to  the 
last)  embittered  his  pride  in  the  son  whom,  without 
merit  of  his  own,  Providence  had  spared  to  a  brighter 
fate.  But  for  the  faults  which  had  banished  him  his 
country,  and  the  habits  which  had  seared  his  sense  of 
duty,  could  that  child  have  been  so  abandoned  and 
have  so  perished? 

It  remains  only  to  cast  our  glance  over  the  punish- 
ments which  befell  the  sensual  villany  of  Yarney — the 
intellectual  corruption  of  his  fell  stepmother. 
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These  two  persons  had  made  a  very  trade  of  those 
crimes  to  which  man's  law  awards  death.  They  had 
said  in  their  hearts  that  they  would  dare  the  crime  but 
elude  the  penalty.  By  wonderful  subtlety,  craft,  and 
dexterity,  which  reduced  guilt  to  a  science,  Providence 
seemed,  as  in  disdain  of  the  vulgar  instruments  of  com- 
mon retribution,  to  concede  to  them  that  which  they 
had  schemed  for — escape  from  the  rope  and  gibbet. 
Varney,  saved  from  detection  of  his  darker  and  more 
inexpiable  crimes,  punished  only  for  the  least  one,  re- 
tained what  had  seemed  to  him  the  master  boon — life ! 
Safer  still  from  the  law,  no  mortal  eye  had  plumbed 
the  profound  night  of  Lucretia's  awful  guilt.  Murder- 
ess of  husband  and  son,  the  blinded  law  bade  her  go 
unscathed,  unsuspected.  Direct,  as  from  heaven,  with- 
out a  cloud,  fell  the  thunderbolt.  Is  the  life  they  have 
saved  worth  the  prizing1?  Doth  the  chalice,  unspilt 
on  the  ground,  not  return  to  the  hand  ?  Is  the  sudden 
pang  of  the  hangman  more  fearful  than  the  doom  which 
they  breathe  and  bear  1  Look,  and  judge. 

Behold  that  dark  ship  on  the  waters  !  Its  burdens 
are  not  of  Ormus  and  Tyre.  No  goodly  merchandise 
doth  it  waft  over  the  wave — no  blessing  cleaves  to  its 
sails ;  freighted  with  terror  and  with  guilt,  with  re- 
morse and  despair,  or,  more  ghastly  than  either,  the 
sullen  apathy  of  souls  hardened  into  stone,  it  carries 
the  dregs  and  offal  of  the  Old  "World  to  populate  the 
New.  On  a  bench  in  that  ship  sit  side  by  side  two 
men,  companions  assigned  to  each  other.  Pale,  abject, 
cowering — all  the  bravery  rent  from  his  garb,  all  the 
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gay  insolence  vanished  from  his  brow — can  that  hollow- 
eyed,  haggard  wretch  be  the  same  man  whose  senses 
opened  on  every  joy,  whose  nerves  mocked  at  every 
peril  1  But  beside  him,  with  a  grin  of  vile  glee  on  his 
features,  all  muscle  and  brawn  in  the  form,  all  malice, 
at  once  spiteful  and  dull,  in  the  heavy  eye,  sits  his  fit 
comrade — the  Gravestealer !  At  the  first  glance  each 
had  recognised  each,  and  the  prophecy  and  the  vision 
rushed  back  upon  the  daintier  convict.  If  he  seek  to 
escape  from  him,  the  Gravestealer  claims  him  as  a  prey 
— he  threatens  him  with  his  eye  as  a  slave — he  kicks 
him  with  his  hoof  as  they  sit,  and  laughs  at  the  writh- 
ing of  the  pain.  Carry  on  your  gaze  from  the  ship — 
hear  the  cry  from  the  masthead — see  the  land  arise 
from  the  waste  ! — a  land  without  hope  !  At  first,  de- 
spite the  rigour  of  the  Home  Office,  the  education  and 
intelligence  of  Yarney  have  their  price — the  sole  crime 
for  which  he  is  convicted  is  not  of  the  darkest.  He 
escapes  from  that  hideous  comrade — he  can  teach  as  a 
schoolmaster ;  let  his  brain  work,  not  his  hands  !  But 
the  most  irredeemable  of  convicts  are  ever  those  of  nur- 
ture and  birth  and  culture  better  than  the  ruffian  rest. 
You  may  enlighten  the  clod,  but  the  meteor  still  must 
feed  on  the  marsh — and  the  pride  and  the  vanity,  work 
where  the  crime  itself  seems  to  lose  its  occasion.  Ever 
avid,  ever  grasping,  he  falls,  step  by  step,  in  the  foul 
sink,  and  the  colony  sees  in  Gabriel  Yarney  its  most 
pestilent  rogue — arch-convict  amidst  convicts, — doubly 
lost  amongst  the  damned ;  they  banish  him  to  the  stern- 
est of  the  penal  settlements  ;  they  send  him  forth  with 


LUCRETIA.  295 

the  vilest  to  break  stones  upon  the  roads.  Shrivelled 
and  bowed  and  old  prematurely — see  that  'sharp  face 
peering  forth  amongst  the  gang,  scarcely  human — see 
him  cringe  to  the  lash  of  the  scornful  overseer — see  the 
pairs  chained  together,  night  and  day  !  Ho,  ho  !  his 
comrade  hath  found  him  again — the  Artist  and  the 
Gravestealer  leashed  together !  Conceive  that  fancy, 
so  nurtured  by  habit — those  tastes,  so  womanised  by 
indulgence — the  one  suggesting  the  very  horrors  that 
are  not — the  other  revolting  at  all  toil  as  a  torture. 

But  intellect,  not  all  gone,  though  hourly  dying 
heavily  down  to  the  level  of  the  brute,  yet  schemes 
for  delivery  and  escape.  Let  the  plot  ripen,  and  the 
heart  bound;  break  his  chain — set  him  free — send 
him  forth  to  the  wilderness  !  Hark,  the  whoop  of  the 
wild  men  !  See  those  things  that  ape  our  species 
dance  and  gibber  round  the  famishing  hunted  wretch. 
Hark  how  he  shrieks  at  the  torture  !  How  they  tear, 
and  they  pinch,  and  they  burn,  and  they  rend  him  ! 
They,  too,  spare  his  life — it  is  charmed !  A  Caliban 
amidst  Calibans,  they  heap  him  with  their  burdens, 
and  feed  him  on  their  offal  Let  him  live ;  he  loved 
life  for  himself,  he  has  cheated  the  gibbet — LET  HIM 
LIVE  !  Let  him  watch,  let  him  once  more  escape ;  all 
naked  and  mangled,  let  him  wander  back  to  the  huts 
of  his  gang.  Lo  !  where  he  kneels,  the  foul  tears 
streaming  down,  and  cries  aloud,  "  I  have  broken  all 
your  laws,  I  will  tell  you  all  my  crimes  ;  I  ask  but  one 
sentence — hang  me  up — let  me  die  !  "  And  from  the 
gang  groan  many  voices, — "  Hang  us  up — let  us  die  !  " 
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The  overseer  turns  on  his  heel,  and  Gabriel  Varney 
again  is  chained  to  the  laughing  Gravestealer. 

You  enter  those  gates  so  jealously  guarded, — you 
pass,  with  a  quick  beat  of  the  heart,  by  those  groups 
on  the  lawn,  though  they  are  harmless ; — you  follow 
your  guide  through  those  passages ;  where  the  open 
doors  will  permit,  you  see  the  emperor  brandish  his 
sceptre  of  straw — hear  the  speculator  counting  his 
millions — sigh,  where  the  maiden  sits  smiling,  the  re- 
turn of  her  shipwrecked  lover — or  gravely  shake  the 
head  and  hurry  on,  where  the  fanatic  raves  his  Apo- 
calypse, and  reigns  in  judgment  on  the  world ; — you 
pass  by  strong  grates  into  corridors  gloomier  and  more 
remote.  Nearer  and  nearer,  you  hear  the  yell  and  the 
oath  and  blaspheming  curse — you  are  in  the  heart  of 
the  Madhouse,  where  they  chain  those  at  once  cureless 
and  dangerous — who  have  but  sense  enough  left  them 
to  smite  and  to  throttle  and  to  murder.  Your  guide 
opens  that  door,  massive  as  a  wall :  you  see  (as  we, 
who  narrate,  have  seen  her)  Lucretia  Dalibard  : — a 
grisly,  squalid,  ferocious  mockery  of  a  human  being — 
more  appalling  and  more  fallen  than  Dante  ever  fabled 
in  his  spectres,  than  Swift  ever  scoffed  in  his  Yahoos  ! 
— Only  where  all  other  feature  seems  to  have  lost  its 
stamp  of  humanity,  still  burns  with  unquenchable 
fever  the  red  devouring  eye.  That  eye  never  seems 
to  sleep,  or,  in  sleep,  the  lid  never  closes  over  it.  As 
you  shrink  from  its  light,  it  seems  to  you  as  if  the 
mind  that  had  lost  coherence  and  harmony,  still  re- 
tained latent  and  incommunicable  consciousness  as  its 
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curse.  For  days,  for  weeks,  that  awful  maniac  will 
preserve  obstinate,  unbroken  silence ;  but  as  the  eye 
never  closes,  so  the  hands  never  rest — they  open  and 
grasp,  as  if  at  some  palpable  object  on  which  they 
close,  vice-like,  as  a  bird's  talons  on  its  prey;  some- 
times they  wander  over  that  brow,  where  the  furrows 
seem  torn  as  the  thunder-scars,  as  if  to  wipe  from  it  a 
stain,  or  charm  from  it  a  pang ;  sometimes  they  gather 
up  the  hem  of  that  sordid  robe,  and  seem,  for  hours 
together,  striving  to  rub  from  it  a  soil.  Then,  out 
from  prolonged  silence,  without  cause  or  warning,  will 
ring,  peal  after  peal  (till  the  frame,  exhausted  with  the 
effort,  sinks  senseless  into  stupor),  the  frightful  laugh. 
But  speech,  intelligible  and  coherent,  those  lips  rarely 
yield. 

There  are  times,  indeed,  when  the  attendants  are 
persuaded  that  her  mind  in  part  returns  to  her ;  and 
those  times,  experience  has  taught  them  to  watch  with 
peculiar  caution.  The  crisis  evinces  itself  by  a  change 
in  the  manner — by  a  quick  apprehension  of  all  that  is 
said — by  a  straining,  anxious  look  at  the  dismal  walls 
— by^i,  soft  fawning  docility — by  murmured  complaints 
of  the  chains  that  fetter — and  (though,  as  we  have 
said,  but  very  rarely)  by  prayers,  that  seem  rational, 
for  greater  ease  and  freedom. 

In  the  earlier  time  of  her  dread  captivity,  perhaps, 
when  it  was  believed  at  the  asylum  that  she  was  a 
patient  of  condition,  with  friends  who  cared  for  her 
state,  and  would  liberally  reward,  her  cure — they,  in 
those  moments,  relaxed  her  confinement,  and  sought 
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the  gentler  remedies  their  art  employs ;  but  then  in- 
variably, and,  it  was  said,  with  a  cunning  that  sur- 
passed all  the  proverbial  astuteness  of  the  mad,  she 
turned  this  indulgence  to  the  most  deadly  uses — she 
crept  to  the  pallet  of  some  adjacent  sufferer  weaker 
than  herself,  and  the  shrieks  that  brought  the  atten- 
dants into  the  cell  scarcely  saved  the  intended  victim 
from  her  hands.  It  seemed,  in  those  imperfectly  lucid 
intervals,  as  if  the  reason  only  returned  to  guide  her  to 
destroy — only  to  animate  the  broken  mechanism  into 
the  beast  of  prey. 

Years  have  now  passed  since  her  entrance  within 
those  Avails.  He  who  placed  her  there  never  had  re- 
turned— he  had  given  a  false  name — no  clue  to  him 
was  obtained — the  gold  he  had  left  was  but  the  quar- 
ter's pay.  When  Varney  had  been  first  apprehended, 
Percival  requested  the  younger  Ardworth  to  seek  the 
forger  in  prison,  and  to  question  him  as  to  Madame 
Dalibard ;  but  Varney  was  then  so  apprehensive  that, 
even  if  still  insane,  her  very  ravings  might  betray  his 
share  in  her  crimes,  or  still  more,  if  she  recovered, 
that  the  remembrance  of  her  son's  murder  Vould 
awaken  the  repentance  and  the  confession  of  crushec 
despair,  that  the  wretch  had  judged  it  wiser  to  say 
that  his  accomplice  was  no  more — that  her  insanity 
had  already  terminated  in  death.  The  place  of  he 
confinement  thus  continued  a  secret  locked  in  his  own 
breast.  Egotist  to  the  last,  she  was  henceforth  deac 
to  him — why  not  to  the  world  1  Thus  the  partner  o 
her  crimes  had  cut  off  her  sole  resource,  in  the  com 
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passion  of  her  unconscious  kindred; — thus  the  gates  of 
the  living  world  were  shut  to  her  evermore.  Still,  in 
a  kind  of  compassion,  or  as  an  object  of  experiment — 
as  a  subject  to  be  dealt  with  unscrupulously  in  that 
living  dissection-hall — her  grim  jailers  did  not  grudge 
her  an  asylum.  But,  year  after  year,  the  attendance 
was  more  slovenly — the  treatment  more  harsh ;  and 
strange  to  say,  while  the  features  were  scarcely  recog- 
nisable— while  the  form  underwent  all  the  change 
which  the  shape  suffers  when  mind  deserts  it,  that 
prodigious  vitality  which  belonged  to  the  temperament 
still  survived.  No  signs  of  decay  are  yet  visible. 
Death,  as  if  spurning  the  carcass,  stands  inexorably 
afar  off.  Baffler  of  man's  law,  tkou,  too,  hast  escaped 
with  life  !  Not  for  thee  is  the  sentence,  "  Blood  for 
blood  ! "  Thou  livest — thou  mayst  pass  the  extremest 
boundaries  of  age.  Live  on,  to  wipe  the  blood  from 
thy  robe  ! — LIVE  ON  ! 

Not  for  the  coarse  object  of  creating  an  idle  terror — 
not  for  the  shock  upon  the  nerves  and  the  thrill  of  the 
grosser  interest  which  the  narrative  of  crime  creates, 
has  this  book  been  compiled  from  the  facts  and  mate- 
rials afforded  to  the  author.  "When  the  great  German 
poet  describes,  in  not  the  least  noble  of  his  lyrics,  the 
sudden  apparition  of  some  "Monster  Fate"  in  the 
circles  of  careless  Joy,  he  assigns  to  him  who  teaches 
the  world  through  parable  or  song,  the  right  to  invoke 
the  spectre.  It  is  well  to  be  awakened  at  times  from 
the  easy  commonplace  that  surrounds  our  habitual  life, 
— to  cast  broad  and  steady  and  patient  light  on  the 
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darker  secrets  of  the  heart — on  the  vaults  and  caverns 
of  the  social  state,  over  which  we  build  the  market- 
place and  the  palace.  "We  recover  from  the  dread  and 
the  awe  and  the  half-incredulous  wonder,  to  set  closer 
watch  upon  our  inner  and  hidden  selves.  In  him  who 
cultivates  only  the  reason,  and  suffers  the  heart  and 
the  spirit  to  lie  waste  and  dead,  who  schemes  and  con- 
structs, and  revolves  round  the  axle  of  self,  unwarmed 
by  the  affections,  unpoised  by  the  attraction  of  right, 
— lies  the  germ  Fate  might  ripen  into  the  guilt  of 
Olivier  Dalibard.  Let  him  who  but  lives  through  the 
senses,  spread  the  wings  of  the  fancy  in  the  gaudy 
glare  of  enjoyment  corrupted,  avid  to  seize,  and  im- 
patient to  toil,  whose  faculties  are  curbed  but  to  the 
range  of  physical  perception,  whose  very  courage  is 
but  the  strength  of  the  nerves,  who  develops  but  the 
animal  as  he  stifles  the  man, — let  him  gaze  on  the 
villany  of  Varney,  and  startle  to  see  some  magnified 
shadow  of  himself  thrown  dimly  on  the  glass  !  Let 
those  who,  with  powers  to  command  and  passions  to 
wing  the  powers,  would  sweep  without  scruple  from 
the  aim  to  the  end — who,  trampling  beneath  their 
footprint  of  iron  the  humanities  that  bloom  up  in  their 
path,  would  march  to  success  with  the  proud  stride  of 
the  destroyer,  hear,  in  the  laugh  of  yon  maniac  mur- 
deress, the  glee  of  the  fiend  they  have  wooed  to  their 
own  souls  !  Guard  well,  0  Heir  of  Eternity,  the  por- 
tal of  sin — the  thought!  From  the  thought  to  the 
deed,  the  subtler  thy  brain,  and  the  bolder  thy  cour- 
age, the  briefer  and  straighter  is  the  way.  Read  these 
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pages  in  disdain  of  self- commune — they  shall  revolt 
thee,  not  instruct;  read  them,  looking  steadfastly 
within,  and  how  humhle  soever  the  art  of  the  narrator, 
the  facts  he  narrates,  like  all  history,  shall  teach  by 
example.  Every  human  Act,  good  or  ill,  is  an  Angel 
to  guide  or  to  warn  ;  *  and  the  deeds  of  the  worst  have 
messages  from  Heaven  to  the  listening  hearts  of  the 
best.  Amidst  the  glens  in  the  Apennine,  in  the  lone 
wastes  of  Calabria,  the  sign  of  the  Cross  marks  the 
spot  where  a  deed  of  violence  has  been  done ;  on  all 
that  pass  by  the  road,  the  symbol  has  varying  effect ; 
sometimes  it  startles  the  conscience,  sometimes  it  in- 
vokes the  devotion ;  the  robber  drops  the  blade,  the 
priest  counts  the  rosary.  So  is  it  with  the  record  of 
crime  :  and  in  the  witness  of  Guilt,  Man  is  thrilled 
with  the  whisper  of  Eeligion. 

*  Our  Acts  our  Angels  are — or  good  or  ill ; 
The  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still. 

FLETCHER. 


NOTE. 


CERTAIN  criticisms  on  '  Lucretia,'  at  its  first  appearance,  having 
been  made  the  vehicle  for  remarks  of  no  common  virulence  on  the 
Author's  general  writings,  he  took  the  occasion  thus  afforded  to 
him  to  put  forth  in  the  following  pages,  entitled  '  A  Word  to  the 
Public,'  not  only  a  vindication  of  his  own  ethical  designs  in  his 
various  fictions,  but  an  exposition  of  the  prerogatives  of  inventive 
art  in  the  selection  of  the  agencies  employed  towards  moving  the 
passions  of  pity  and  terror.  The  '  Word  to  the  Public '  is  still 
retained  as  an  appendix  to  this  romance  :  for  though  it  may  be  no 
longer  needed  as  a  defence  of  the  works  which  Time  itself  has  suf- 
ficed to  clear  from  the  charges  to  which  they  were  once  subjected, 
it  may  still  have  an  interest  to  the  general  reader  as  a  somewhat 
elaborate  analysis  of  the  main  causes  that  conduce  to  emotions 
legitimately  tragic.  If,  therefore,  it  have  any  value,  it  is  less  as 
the  vindication  which  an  author  makes  of  his  own  works,  than  as 
the  result  of  the  study  he  has  devoted  to  the  masterpieces  of 
others ; — in  short,  as  a  critical  essay — offering  suggestions  as  to 
the  grander  uses  of  imaginative  compositions  in  the  passions  which 
they  openly  sway,  and  the  warnings  which  they  unconsciously 
bequeath. 


A  WORD    TO    THE   PUBLIC; 


CONTAINING 


HINTS  TOWARDS    A   CRITICAL   ESSAY    UPON  THE   ARTISTIC 
PRINCIPLES   AND   ETHICAL   DESIGNS   OF   FICTION. 


IT  is  not  as  a  retort  to  attacks  that  I  write  these  pages. 
They  are  designed,  it  is  true,  to  remove  errors,  whether  of 
wilful  misstatement  or  honest  misconception,  on  subjects 
affecting  myself.  But  as  those  subjects  are  connected  with 
interests  in  literature  very  general  and  important,  I  shall 
endeavour  to  preserve  the  dispassionate  tone  proper  to  an 
inquiry  addressed  to  the  candour  of  the  Public  and  the 
consideration  of  educated  men. 

I  pass  by  all  assaults  that  may  appear  to  have  exceeded 
the  due  licence  of  criticism  with  the  single  remark,  that, 
wherever  personal  motives  are  strong  enough  to  violate  the 
ordinary  decorum  of  literary  censure,  the  reader  must  be 
prepared  to  expect  that  they  will  suffice  to  corrupt  all 
integrity  of  statement.  Thus  extracts  will  be  garbled  and 
misquoted — sentences  stripped  of  the  context  that  explains 
them — and  opinions,  which  the  writer  most  earnestly  holds 
up  to  reprobation,  and  places  in  the  lips  of  characters  whom 
he  draws  but  to  condemn,  be  deliberately  cited  as  the  sen- 
timents of  the  author  himself.  I  do  not  stop  to  comment 
on  artifices  like  these ;  if,  from  no  broader  principle  than 
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that  of  justice  to  the  Author,  they  need  rebuke  or  are  capable 
of  discouragement,  discouragement  and  rebuke  will  come 
more  efficiently  from  others ;  nor  should  I  have  made  even 
this  brief  reference  to  matters  not  immediately  essential  to 
my  argument,  if  some  temporary  injustice  to  the  Author 
were  the  only  evil  such  practices  could  possibly  effect ;  but 
thus,  a  work  the  most  innocent  can  not  only  be  represented 
as  mischievous,  but  in  reality  rendered  so.  Let  me  forestall 
the  subsequent  inquiry,  and  assume  for  the  moment  that 
the  true  moral,  whether  of  'Eugene  Aram,'  or  the  'Children 
of  Night,'  be  either  salutary  or  harmless,  and  then  let  me 
suppose  it  gravely  asserted  in  some  two  or  three  of  those 
popular  journals  which  penetrate  every  corner  of  society, 
read  alike  by  the  educated  and  the  ignorant,  the  good  and 
the  bad — the  sole  vehicles  of  literary  information  to  those 
whom  it  is  most  facile  and  most  dangerous  to  mislead — 
that  the  author,  a  man  of  some  social  position,  and  some 
acknowledged  repute  in  letters,  lends  all  the  weight  of  his 
name  and  authority  to  the  defence  and  encouragement  of 
crime  —  is  the  author  himself  the  party  most  seriously 
aggrieved?  The  injury  done  to  him  may  be  wholly  effaced 
by  the  gradual  influence  of  the  judicious,  and  the  tranquil 
investigation  of  time ;  but  is  it  so  easy  to  efface  the  injury 
effected  by  garbled  extracts  and  wilful  misrepresentation, 
upon  minds  uninstructed  and  perverted,  at  which  the  book 
itself,  with  its  real  lessons,  never  may  arrive,  and  which 
only  too  readily  accept  the  sanction  that  the  newspaper 
assures  them  it  affords  ? 

So  far  as  concerns  myself,  I  am  contented  to  appeal,  from 
assailants  of  this  kind,  to  those  cultivators  of  literature 
with  whom  I  may  claim  fellowship,  and  to  that  Public, 
who,  I  trust,  have  connected  gentler  associations  with  my 
name. 

With  regard  to  those  purely  literary  faults  and  defects 
which  afford  the  fair  questions  to  criticism,  though,  some 
years  since,  I  might  have  been  tempted  to  enter  into  the 
VOL.  n.  u 
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vindication  of  a  few,  at  least,  out  of  the  many  with  which 
I  have  been  charged,  I  am  not  now  disposed  to  intrude 
upon  the  public  a  defence  against  censures  morally  unim- 
portant and  legitimately  made.  Good  or  bad,  my  works 
have  been  written  with  such  care  as  I  could  bestow  on 
them;  and  in  all  that  affects  their  literary  reputation 
alone,  I  willingly  leave  them  to  that  calm  and  equitable 
decision  between  praise  and  blame  which  time  only  can 
pronounce. 

I  confine  myself  to  questions  of  graver  moment  than 
tlhose  which  relate  to  the  mere  skill  or  ability  displayed 
by  a  living  writer  in  the  treatment  of  the  subjects  he 
selects,  and  if  I  would  borrow  something  from  indulgence, 
it  is  only  a  certain  leniency,  whenever  an  earnest  wish  to 
correct  misconception  may  render  me  tedious  in  explana- 
tion. For  the  charges  against  me  are  not  limited  to  a  single 
work ;  and  it  is  necessary  that  I  should  invite  an  inquiry, 
from  the  warrantable  conclusions  of  which,  I  trust,  my 
entire  vindication  will  proceed — viz.,  into  the  recognised 
principles  of  fiction,  and  the  fair  liberty  in  the  choice  of 
materials,  which  it  is  the  interest,  both  of  art  and  the 
public,  to  permit  to  imaginative  writers. 

In  this  discussion,  I  ask,  then,  but  for  that  patience  with 
which  we  listen  to  the  most  ordinary  mechanic,  when  at 
home  in  the  subject  of  a  craft  to  which  his  toil  and  life 
have  been  applied.  For  several  years  I  have  studied  the 
art  of  which  I  treat ;  and  it  is  but  reasonable  to  suppose 
that  I  should  speak  with  some  knowledge  of  the  principles 
which,  applied  to  practice,  have  gained  me  whatever  repu- 
tation I  possess.  I  will  presume  that  the  reader  enters  on 
the  consideration  of  the  matters  which  he  is  called  upon  to 
adjudicate,  not  with  a  mind  steeled  against  conviction,  and 
determined  to  resist,  but  rather  with  a  juryman's  sincere 
desire  to  judge  for  himself,  and  exclude  from  the  trial  all 
that  he  has  heard  out  of  court ; — regretting  generously  if, 
at  the  close,  he  is  obliged  to  condemn — rejoicing  honestly  if 
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his  reason  and  his  conscience  allow  him  to  acquit.  And  if 
there  be  many  who  come  to  this  inquiry  with  minds  so  pre- 
pared, amongst  them  there  may  be  those  who  unthinkingly 
have  done  me  wrong,  and  who,  after  hearing  the  evidence 
I  shall  adduce,  and  more  carefully  considering  the  laws  by 
which  I  should  be  judged,  may  depart  from  the  hearing 
with  a  manly  desire  to  repair  an  injury — small,  indeed,  if 
it  were  as  lightly  felt  as  it  is  heedlessly  inflicted ! 

It  is  not  so  easy,  as  at  first  it  may  appear,  to  decide 
upon  the  moral  tendencies  and  designs  of  a  writer.  Upon 
no  conceivable  subject  have  more  signal  mistakes  been 
made ;  and  none  affords  us  a  more  memorable  warning  to 
judge  of  others  with  modest  charity  and  cautious  delibera- 
tion. It  would  take  a  large  catalogue  to  contain  the  titles 
of  those  books  which  have  been  denounced  as  immoral  and 
mischievous,  and  which  are  now  universally  acknowledged 
as  the  sources  of  harmless  pleasure  or  ethical  instruction. 
From  the  father  of  poetry,  from  Homer  himself,  who  has 
been  charged  "  with  degrading  the  gods  and  demoralising 
man" — "sanctioning  perjury  and  avarice" — "holding  up 
even  parricides  to  reverence  " — "  teaching  what  is  wicked, 
and  debasing  what  is  good" — through  the  long  order  of 
his  illustrious  children,  we  can  find  few  whom  we  now  re- 
cognise amongst  our  most  genial  civilisers  and  our  gentlest 
teachers,  who  have  not,  at  one  time  or  another,  been  sub- 
jected to  the  common  charge  of  immoral  tendency  and 
pernicious  effect. 

Since  the  good  Bishop  Heliodorus  saw  his  tale  of  '  Thea- 
genes  and  Chariclea'  condemned  by  a  synod  as  prejudicial 
to  the  young — since  Mohammed  denounced  in  the  Koran 
those  harmless  tales,  of  which  the  '  Arabian  Nights '  are  a 
sample — novelists  have  been  treated,  if  possible,  more 
harshly  than  their  elder  brothers  the  poets.  There  is 
no  novel  we  more  willingly  give  to  the  schoolboy  than 
'Don  Quixote,'  yet  Cervantes  has  been  driven  to  find  in 
Sismondi  a  defence  "  against  those  who  consider  '  Don 
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Quixote'  the  most  melancholy  book  ever  written,"  and 
(adds  Mr  Hallam)  "  who  no  doubt  consider  it  also  as  one 
of  the  most  immoral,  as  chilling  and  pernicious  in  its  influ- 
ence on  the  social  converse  of  mankind,  as  '  The  Prince '  of 
Machiavel  is  in  their  political  intercourse."  *  There  is  no 
tale  that  with  safer  conscience  we  submit  to  the  simplest 
understanding  than  the  '  Rasselas '  of  Dr  Johnson,  and  yet 
it  has  been  charged  with  instilling  the  same,  more  than 
doubtful,  moral,  that  freezes  men's  hopes  in  the  mockery 
of  'Candide.'f  Philosophers  the  most  earnest,  moralists 
the  most  rigid,  have  been  as  liable  to  this  erring  accusa- 
tion as  the  wildest  of  poets  and  the  most  careless  of 
romancers.  Locke  presides  over  our  academies,  yet  he  has 
been  denounced  as  the  founder  of  a  sect  of  materialists. 
Cudworth  is  received  amongst  the  holiest  champions  of 
religion,  yet  Warburton  informs  us  that  he  never  published 
the  second  part  of  his  work,  because  of  the  malignity  that 
had  visited  the  first.  In  the  same  painful  and  warning 
mistake  of  shallow  judgments,  our  divines  themselves  have 
been  assailed,  and  the  twin  lights  of  our  religious  literature, 
Tillotson  and  Taylor,  calumniated — the  one  as  a  Socinian 
in  disguise,  the  other  as  a  schismatic  in  design. 

Time  brings  justice  at  the  end,  and  vindicates  the  name 
if  it  preserves  the  work.  Happy  he,  whose  justification 
comes  before  the  hand  has  forgot  its  cunning,  and  the  tomb 
shut  out  the  sweets  of  the  atonement  from  the  bitterness  of 
the  wrong  !  Happy  he,  too,  who,  early  inured  to  calumny, 
grows  indifferent  to  its  sting !  He  will  not,  at  least,  die 
a  lunatic,  like  Ritson,  "stabbed  by  assassins  in  the  dark," 
— nor,  like  Cummyns,  waste  away  "  in  the  slow  fever  pro- 
duced by  an  anonymous  assault."  J 

*  Hallam 's  'History  of  Literature,'  vol.  iii.  p.  156. 

•f  Voltaire  congratulated  himself,  indeed,  that  '  Candide  '  had 
appeared  before  '  Rasselas/  so  that  the  scoffing  wit  might  not 
be  accused  of  plagiarising  his  moral  from  our  serious  and  sturdy 
Doctor. 

J  Disraeli,  '  Curiosities  of  Literature.' 
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Do  not  let  me  be  suspected  of  so  egregious  a  conceit,  as 
implying  a  claim  to  association  with  the  lofty  names  that 
I  have  cited.  I  but  use  the  argument  the  citations  suggest, 
to  establish  the  simple  truth  which  literary  history  affords 
to  a  more  intelligent,  and  I  trust,  a  more  liberal  age — viz., 
that  the  public  should  receive  with  great  caution  rash  ac- 
cusations against  the  motives  of  authors  and  the  latent  im- 
morality of  works.  For,  easy  to  the  lowest  understanding 
is  this  general  charge  of  immoral  tendency  and  object — 
and  tempting  it  is  to  malice,  when  it  cannot  deny  the  lite- 
rary reputation  which  it  envies,  to  assail  the  moral  design, 
because  that  (always  more  or  less  complicated)  needs  some 
effort  beyond  the  commonplace  indifference  of  the  public 
to  perceive  and  to  defend.  Of  whatever  is  plainly  obscene 
and  licentious,  of  whatever  openly  assails  the  acknowledged 
principles  of  religion,  or  saps  the  moral  foundations  of  so- 
ciety, all  men  may  judge ;  and  on  these,  at  least  in  our  own 
age,  no  differences  of  opinion  are  likely  to  exist.  But  the 
wise  and  the  honest  will  be  wary  of  ascribing  to  writers 
secret  tendencies  and  objects  at  variance  not  only  with  the 
designs  they  announce  but  the  reputation  accorded  to  them 
by  judges,  whether  at  home  or  abroad,  uninfluenced  by  per- 
sonal predilections  or  political  bias.  And  I  fear  that  the 
writer  the  most  really  dangerous  to  society  is  to  be  found 
in  the  critic  who  bids  the  young  and  unthinking  search, 
amidst  the  most  popular  forms  of  literature,  for  excuses  to 
vice  and  sanctions  to  crime,  which  the  author  himself  never 
intended,  and  which,  without  such  directions,  no  reader 
would  have  suspected.  It  is  critics  like  these  who  would 
pervert  to  poison  the  most  innocent  intellectual  nutriment ; 
who  would  interpret  the  exhortations  of  St  Augustine  into 
an  appeal  to  the  passions,  or  the  '  Whole  Duty  of  Man '  into 
a  libel  on  one's  neighbour.  Shortly  after  Addison's  '  Cato ' 
had  appeared  upon  the  stage,  an  unhappy  person  destroyed 
himself,  leaving  upon  his  table  a  paper  with  these  words — 

"  That  must  be  good 
Which  Cato  did  and  Addison  approved." 
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One  must  mournfully  regret  this  poor  man's  perverse  mis- 
construction of  '  Cato ; '  yet  who  can  say,  for  that  reason, 
that '  Cato '  is  dangerous,  or  that  Addison  sanctioned  sui- 
cide ?  But,  suppose  that  Addison  had  lived,  and  '  Cato ' 
been  produced,  in  our  day,  and  suppose  that  some  writer  in 
one  of  our  popular  journals  had,  after  some  prelude  upon 
"  morbid  idiosyncrasies  and  the  frequency  of  suicides,"  in- 
stead of  removing  from  such  "  morbid  idiosyncrasies  "  the 
dangerous  impression  that  Addison  approved  self-slaughter 
— preferred  rather  to  gratify  a  spleen  against  the  poet,  in 
asserting  that  the  design  of  the  tragedy  and  the  purpose  of 
the  author  were  devoted  to  the  mischievous  vindication  of 
suicide — would  not  that  writer  have  incurred  the  gravest 
responsibilities,  afforded  to  "  morbid  idiosyncrasies "  the 
very  stimulus  it  was  his  duty  to  withhold,  and  encouraged 
the  very  error  it  was  his  duty  to  expose  ?  Let  the  editor  of 
every  influential  journal  weigh  well  the  considerations  this 
reflection  should  suggest,  and  perhaps  he  may  confess  that 
the  more  readily  an  author's  intention  may  be  misconceived 
by  sickly  or  ignorant  minds,  the  more  the  popular  reviewer, 
whose  opportunities  give  him  the  quickest  and  readiest 
facility  towards  correcting  such  mistakes,  should  seek  not 
to  confirm  but  dispel  the  dangerous  misconception. 

It  is  not  given  to  all  to  have  genius — it  is  given  to  all  to 
have  honesty  of  purpose ;  an  ordinary  writer  may  have  this 
in  common  with  the  greatest — that  he  may  compose  his 
works  with  sincere  and  distinct  views  of  promoting  truth 
and  administering  to  knowledge.  I  claim  this  intention 
fearlessly  for  myself.  And  if,  contrary  to  my  most  solemn 
wishes  and  my  most  thoughtful  designs,  any  one  of  my 
writings  can  be  shown,  by  dispassionate  argument,  to  con- 
vey lessons  tending  to  pervert  the  understanding  and  con- 
found the  eternal  distinction  between  right  and  wrong,  I 
will  do  my  best  to  correct  the  error,  by  stamping  on  it  my 
own  condemnation,  and  omitting  it  from  the  list  of  those  it 
does  not  shame  me  to  acknowledge. 
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Every  reader,  who  has  honoured  my  books  with  some 
attention,  must  long  since  have  recognised,  in  their  very 
imperfections  as  works  of  art,  the  favourite  and  peculiar 
studies  of  their  author ;  some,  especially,  of  the  companions 
of  my  youth,  must  often  have  traced  to  those  inquiries, 
which  we  pursued  together  through  the  labyrinth  of  meta- 
physics, and  amidst  the  ingenious  speculations  of  writers 
who  have  sought  by  the  analysis  of  our  ideas  to  arrive  at 
the  springs  of  our  manifold  varieties  in  conduct,  that  over- 
indulgence of  moralising  deductions,  and  those  often  tedi- 
ous attempts  to  explain  the  workings  of  mind,  which  have 
weakened  the  effect  of  my  characters,  and  interrupted  the 
progress  of  my  plots.  But  no  man  can  have  made  the  study 
of  the  great  investigators  of  human  conduct  his  passion  and 
his  habit,  and  ever  consciously  and  wilfully  meditate  a  work 
at  variance  with  morality ; — more  likely  is  it  that  he  will 
err  in  the  opposite  extreme,  and  undertake  no  work,  how- 
ever light,  without  a  purpose  too  sharply  definite.  Even  in 
the  object  on  which  he  is  most  intent,  it  is  true  that  he  may 
err, — the  gravest  moralists,  the  wisest  divines,  have  so  erred; 
human  judgment  cannot  be  infallible  : 

"  Tacere 
Tutum  semper  erit."— 

"  If  one  would  be  safe,  one  has  no  resource  but  to  be  silent." 
But  an  error  of  this  kind  is  one  only  of  mistaken  yet  honest 
intention,  and  may  surely  be  exposed  without  heated  in- 
vectives and  calumnious  personalities. 

What  is  the  charge  that  has  been  brought  against  me — 
urged  and  re-urged,  in  words  which  I  will  not  trust  myself 
to  repeat,  and  in  a  spirit  which  I  will  not  pause  to  expose  ? 
I  state  its  broad  substance,  I  believe  fairly,  in  this,  "  That 
I  have  had  a  morbid  and  mischievous  passion  for  treating 
of  crime  and  guilt — that  it  is  the  prevailing  character  of 
my  books  to  make  heroes  of  criminals  and  felons." 

Now  it  is  the  interest  of  all  writers,  from  the  greatest 
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poet  to  the  meanest  novelist,  that  the  due  licence  of  fiction, 
in  the  materials  it  selects,  should  be  clearly  laid  down  and 
generally  admitted.  And  it  is  no  less  to  the  interest  of  the 
public  that  writers  should  not  be  scared,  by  tacit  acquies- 
cence in  charges  most  painful  to  honourable  men,  from 
whatever  exposition  of  evil  as  it  exists — whatever  investi- 
gation of  the  human  mind,  in  its  sublimity  or  its  baseness, 
its  virtues  or  its  guilt,  the  uniform  example  of  received 
authorities  in  literature,  has  proved  it  to  be  salutary  or 
safe  to  permit  to  the  scope  of  the  poet  and  the  purpose  of 
the  teacher. 

I  shall  proceed  to  show  that,  if  the  delineation  of  crime 
did  afford  the  ordinary  and  favourite  subject  of  my  works 
— if  criminals  or  felons  were  made  what  is  called  the  heroes 
(that  is,  the  leading  characters)  in  all  or  most  of  them — 
such  a  charge  would  only  prove  the  ignorance  of  those  who 
advance  it,  whether  of  the  most  acknowledged  privileges  of 
fiction,  or  the  scope  of  the  moral  which  writers  the  most 
blameless  have  been  left  at  liberty  to  develop  and  enforce. 
But  the  charge  itself  is  so  utterly  untrue,  that  a  single  glance 
over  the  list  of  my  publications  will  suffice  to  refute  it.  I 
annex  that  list  as  my  reply  : — 

PELHAM. 

THE  DISOWNED. 

DEVEKEUX. 

GODOLPHIN. 
*PAUL  CLIFFORD. 

THE  PILGRIMS  OF  THE  RHINE. 
*  EUGENE  ARAM. 

THE  LAST  DATS  OF  POMPEII. 

EJENZI. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  GRENADA. 

ERNEST  MALTRAVERS,  1st  Part. 

ERNEST  MALTRAVERS,  2d  Part ; 
(first  printed  as  ALICE.) 
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NIGHT  AND  MORNING. 
ZANONI. 

THE  LAST  OP  THE  BARONS. 
*LUCRETIA. 

So  that  out  of  a  list  of  sixteen  works  of  fiction  (besides 
five  Plays),  the  essays  called  '  England  and  the  English,' 
and  '  The  Student,'  a  History  of  Athens,  and  a  volume  or 
two  of  poems,  f  the  three  to  which  I  have  prefixed  an  aste- 
risk, are  the  only  books  in  which  felons  or  criminals  have 
been  made  the  heroes.  In  works  professing  to  treat  of 
human  life  in  all  its  complexities,  this  is  surely  but  a  small 
proportion  assigned  to  the  express  delineation  of  human 
crimes.  And  this  list  alone,  to  those  who  have  read  the 
works,  is  a  sufficient  answer  to  the  charge  that  it  has  been 
my  habit  as  an  author  to  select  criminals  and  felons  as  my 
heroes.  Five  of  the  fictions  I  have  cited  are  devoted  to  the 
historical  illustration  of  former  times,  with  whatever  images, 
fair  or  noble,  the  age  might  afford,  or  the  progress  of  the 
narrative  present ;  six  to  those  circles  of  modern  society,  in 
which  it  was  difficult  to  avoid  the  opposite  reproach  of 
dealing  exclusively  with  the  more  polished  or  more  frivo- 
lous classes,  and  forgetting  that  beneath  the  surface  of 
manners  grave  and  stern  lessons  are  to  be  found — yes, 
even  in  the  guilt  and  the  woe,  which  are  at  work  within 
the  deeps ;  and  two  out  of  the  number  ('  Zanoni '  and  '  The 
Pilgrims  of  the  Rhine ')  are  dedicated  to  fancies  which  may 
be  called,  if  you  please,  too  visionary  and  unreal,  but  are 
wholly  remote  from  that  grosser  and  more  actual  world  of 
evil  and  sin,  to  which  I  am  accxised  of  having  morbidly  con- 
fined my  invention,  or  monotonously  directed  my  research. 

f  Including  a  translation  of  Schiller,  to  which  I  could  have  had 
no  reasonable  inducement  to  devote  the  labour  of  more  than  two 
years,  except,  that  of  rendering  more  familiar  to  my  countrymen  a 
collection  of  Poems,  universally  considered  to  create,  upon  the 
whole,  moral  impressions  peculiarly  pure  and  elevating. 
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In  each  and  all  of  these,  no  doubt,  there  are  (could  they 
paint  life  without,  or  has  any  novelist  attempted  to  do  so  ?) 
characters  good  and  bad.  But  in  none  of  my  books  (save 
the  three  before  mentioned)  has  crime  been  made  the  lead- 
ing agency,  or  a  criminal  the  predominant  character.  In 
most  of  them,  indeed,  the  fairer  and  gentler  side  of  human 
nature  has  been  not  unfavourably  exhibited ;  in  most  of 
them,  I  believe,  the  characters  that  remain  the  more 
vividly  clear  in  the  remembrance  of  an  impartial  reader, 
will  be  associated  with  such  qualities  as  dignify  or  endear 
our  species. 

To  only  three  fictions  out  of  sixteen,  then,  does  the  charge 
so  indiscriminately  made  against  all,  shrink  in  its  applica- 
tion,— viz.,  that  "  I  have  sought  materials  in  crime,  and 
heroes  in  criminals."  We  come,  then,  at  once  to  a  ques- 
tion which  common  sense  and  universal  authority  ought 
long  since  to  have  decided, — viz.,  "  How  far  the  delineation 
of  crime  is  a  legitimate  object  of  fictitious  composition." 

It  would  seem,  from  the  hackneyed  repetition  of  the 
same  accusation  against  me,  and  the  vehemence  with  which 
it  is  accompanied,  that  I  had  had  the  discredit  to  introduce 
into  fiction  some  hideous  innovation,  opposed  by  the  greatest 
writers  or  at  variance  with  the  usual  privileges  of  my  call- 
ing. But  what  is  the  fact  ?  Has  not  the  delineation  of 
crime,  in  every  age,  been  the  more  especial  and  chosen 
thesis  of  the  greatest  masters  of  art  quoted  to  us  as  autho- 
rities and  held  up  to  us  as  models  ?  The  parricide  of 
CEdipus  furnishes  inspiration  to  the  all-perfect  and  all- 
polished  genius  of  Sophocles ;  Medea  murders  her  children ; 
Clytemnestra  her  husband,  Orestes  his  mother ;  Phaedra 
woos  her  step-son.  I  grant  all  that  may  be  said  as  to  dif- 
ferences of  ancient  manners  and  habits  of  thought ;  but 
these  very  same  subjects  have  been  readapted  to  the  mo- 
dern stage,  adorned  by  the  greatest  geniuses  of  France,  in 
an  age  when  she  especially  prided  herself  on  the  purity  of 
her  drama  and  the  humanity  of  her  audiences.  They  are 
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enrolled  amongst  the  masterpieces  of  Racine,  Corneille,  and 
Voltaire.  They  are  incorporated  with  the  drama  of  Italy. 
In  England  they  furnish  plots  to  the  authors  who  were 
listened  to  as  Reformers  of  the  Stage  from  its  ruder  barba- 
rities and  grosser  licence. 

Turn  to  the  titles  in  the  earlier  editions  of  Shakespeare's 
plays,  and  they  even  seem  to  invite  attention  by  the  pro- 
mise of  the  crimes  they  are  to  depict.  What  are  we  to  say 
of  the — 

"  Tragedie  of  Kynge  Richard,  conteyninge  his  treacher- 
ous plots  against  his  brother  Clarence,  and  the  murther  of 
his  innocent  nephewes  in  the  Tower ;  wyth  the  whole 
course  of  Ms  detested  life  ; "  or  of 

"  Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmarke,  wyth  his  just  revenge  on 
the  adulterous  Kynge  Claudius,  and  the  poysoning  of  the 
Queen  Gertrude :" 

Or,  "  The  Tragedie  of  Macbeth,  showing  how,  by  trea- 
chery and  rnanyfold  murders,  he  obtained  the  crown  of 
Scotland  ;" 

Or,  "  Othello,  the  Moore  of  Venice,  his  deathe  and  strang- 
ling the  fair  Desdemona."* 

I  attach  no  weight  to  these  titles  themselves,  of  which 

*  To  say  nothing  of  '  Titus  Andronicus,'  which  is  probably  not 
Shakespeare's,  or  his  only  in  part,  but  which  we  admit  into  our 
collections  with  no  fear  of  demoralising  weak  minds,  or  poisoning 
the  purity  of  youth  by  the  successions  of  crimes  and  atrocities, 
murders,  rapes — amputating  hands,  plucking  forth  tongues,  hew- 
ing off  heads — stabbing  with  a  joke  of  "  Weke,  weke,  so  cries  a 
pig" — cutting  throats  on  the  stage,  while  Lavinia  between  her 
stumps  holds  a  basin  for  the  blood,  serving  up  to  a  mother  her 
children  baked  in  a  pie,  &c.  &c.  "Why  is  not  this  play  (no  matter 
whose  it  be)  to  be  banished  from  our  collections  ?  Because,  here 
time  has  brought  healthful  discernment;  because,  whatever  the 
defective  art  which  introduces  such  gratuitous  horrors  in  '  Titus 
Andronicus,'  every  one  knows  that  they  do  not  contaminate  the 
moral  sense ;  the  image  of  crime  made  execrable  may  pain  and 
revolt  us,  but  for  that  very  reason,  it  does  not  allure  or  corrupt. 
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Shakespeare  is  doubtless  innocent ;  but  they  certainly  do 
not  exaggerate  the  crimes  which  the  plays  depict.  Crime, 
in  fact,  is  the  essential  material  of  the  Tragic  Drama. 
Take  crime  from  tragedy,  and  you  annihilate  tragedy  it- 
self. Whatever  aims  at  the  tragic  effect,  whether  on  the 
stage  or  in  more  sober  narrative,  cannot  dispense  with  the 
evil  which  works  to  mischief — excites  to  terror — involves 
the  innocent  in  its  own  ruin — and  conduces  to  the  tragic 
passions  of  our  pity  and  our  awe.*  You  may  say  at  once, 
and  literally  of  nearly  all  tragic  writers,  "  that  they  have 
soiight  in  crimes  their  materials,  and  in  criminals  their 
heroes." 

Mr  Burke  has  probably  in  much  accounted  for  this 
sombre  selection  of  character  and  subject,  in  those  remarks, 
not  the  least  subtle  and  profound,  in  his  memorable  trea- 
tise, wherein  he  demonstrates  that,  as  power  is  a  source  of 
the  sublime,  so  power  to  be  sublime  must  be  suggestive  of 
terror,  and  associated  with  attributes  of  destruction. 

"  Whatever,"  he  says,  "  is  fitted  in  any  sort  to  excite  the 
ideas  of  pain  or  danger — that  is  to  say,  whatever  is  in  any 
s6rt  terrible,  or  is  conversant  about  terrible  objects,  or 

*  Nothing  can  be  more  unsatisfactory  than  all  definitions  which 
have  sought  to  limit  the  author's  liberty  of  selection  from  criminal 
agencies  and  instruments.  "The  only  circumstance,"  says  one 
critic,  "which  elevates  the  crime  into  a  subject  for  the  poet  or 
the  dramatist,  is  the  influence  under  which  it  is  committed,  the 
object  which  it  is  to  attain,  the  nature  of  the  impelling  necessities 
which  lead  to  it — when  these  spring  from  causes  not  base  or 
ignoble  in  themselves,  when  they  come,  for  instance,  from  a  com- 
bination of  wrong  not  otherwise  to  be  redressed,  murder  becomes 
a  poetic  subject ;  it  is  that  which  is  dignified  as  a  '  tragedy,'  and 
distinguished  from  mere  felony."  Words,  signifying  nothing ! 
The  crimes  of  lago  are  base  and  ignoble  in  themselves — they  come 
from  "  no  combination  of  wrong  not  otherwise  to  be  redressed  ; " 
neither  do  those  of  Richard  III.,  nor  those  of  Phaedra,  of  Clytem- 
nestra,  of  the  daughters  of  Lear,  and  the  mother  of  Hamlet,  and 
the  wife  of  Macbeth. 
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operates  in  a  manner  analogous  to  terror — is  a  source  of  the 
sublime."* 

Again,  "  That  power  derives  all  its  sublimity  from  the 
terror  with  which  it  is  generally  accompanied,  will  appear 
evidently,  from  its  effect  in  the  very  few  cases  in  which  it 
may  be  possible  to  strip  a  considerable  degree  of  strength 
of  its  power  to  hurt, — when  you  do  this,  you  spoil  it  of 
everything  sublime,  and  it  immediately  becomes  contemp- 
tible." He  proceeds  to  compare  the  ox,  strong  but  innocent, 
and  therefore  the  idea  of  which  is  not  grand,  with  the  bull, 
which,  precisely  because  its  strength  is  often  destructive, 
has  frequently  a  place  in  sublime  description.  "  We  have 
continually  about  us  animals  of  a  strength  that  is  consider- 
able but  not  pernicious  ;  amongst  these  we  never  look  for 
the  sublime.  It  comes  upon  us  in  the  gloomy  forest  and  in 
the  howling  wilderness — in  the  forms  of  the  lion,  the  tiger, 
the  panther,  or  rhinoceros."  f 

Without  absolutely  going  to  the  extreme  of  the  principle 
this  eminent  thinker  has  enforced,  or  asserting  that  strength, 
to  be  sublime,  must  be  necessarily  pernicious  ;  it  is  unde- 
niable, at  least,  that  the  association  of  power  with  destruc- 
tion is  one  of  the  most  obvious  sources  of  the  sublime.  And 
as  guilt  in  Man,  when  accompanied  with  intellect  or  daring, 
contains  a  power  infinitely  exceeding  the  brute  force  of  the 
mere  animal,  so  crime  is  the  customary  material  for  tragic 
art,  and  furnishes  the  tremendous  instrument  for  moving 
the  human  heart  by  the  agency  of  terror. 

Other  reasons  might  be  adduced  to  show  why  crime  has 
been  made  an  essential  element  on  the  stage  ;  how  it  has 
afforded  to  the  master  of  human  nature  his  amplest  scope 
for  investigating  the  most  subtle  and  hidden  recesses  of 
character  and  passion,  unravelling  the  skein  of  intellectual 
error,  and  holding  up  to  a  thoughtless  world  those  striking 

*  Burke  on  the  '  Sublime  and  Beautiful,'  Part  I.,  sect.  viL 
t  Ib.  Part  II.,  sect.  v. 
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and  solemn  warnings  in  which  the  more  direct  morality  of 
tragic  composition  may  be  said  to  consist.  Perhaps  the  old 
Greek  Platonist  who  eloquently  defended  Homer  from  the 
accusations  of  his  master,  has  made  some  remarks  on  this 
part  of  our  subject  not  unworthy  of  attention. 

"  It  appears  to  me,"  he  says,  "  that  whatever  is  tragical, 
monstrous,  and  out  of  the  common  course  of  nature  in 
poetical  fictions,  excites  the  hearers  in  all  imaginable  ways 
to  the  investigation  of  the  truth,  attracts  us  to  recondite 
knowledge,  and  does  not  suffer  us  through  apparent  proba- 
bility to  rest  satisfied  with  superficial  conceptions,  but  com- 
pels us  to  penetrate  into  the  interior  parts  of  fables,  to 
explore  the  obscure  intention  of  their  authors,"  &c.* 

Enough,  then,  has  been  said  to  show  that  crime  is  an 
admitted  and  necessary  element  of  tragic  fiction,  an  agency 
employed  by  the  greatest  poets,  and  to  be  vindicated  by 
the  plainest  principles  of  their  art ;  and  so  popularly  is 
this  understood,  that  the  very  statue  of  the  Tragic  Muse  is 
represented  with  the  dagger  in  one  hand,  the  poison-bowl 
in  the  other. 

But  then  it  is  implied,  if  not  openly  contended,  that, 
though  the  presentation  of  crime  is  allowable  on  the  stage, 
it  is  to  be  condemned  in  a  novel.  Much  is  said  about  the 
"  weak  minds  of  circulating  library  readers,"  "  the  young  " 
and  "  impressionable,"  &c. ; — as  if  there  were  no  weak  minds 
in  the  pit  and  the  gallery  of  Drury  Lane — as  if  only  sages 
and  stoics  were  to  be  found  in  the  boxes — as  if  a  dramatic 
audience  were  not,  upon  the  whole,  a  far  more  miscellaneous 
class  than  that  of  subscribers  to  a  circulating  library,  com- 
prehending far  lower  degrees  of  instruction,  and  a  more 

*  Taylor's  translation  of  Proclus  in  the  '  Apology  for  the  Fables 
of  Homer.'  I  prefer  adopting  his  translation,  though  not  so  forci- 
ble as  I  could  wish,  to  any  attempt  of  my  own.  I  have  taken, 
however,  the  liberty  of  substituting  for  the  word  "  unnatural," 
the  paraphrase,  "  out  of  the  common  course  of  nature,"  which  is 
certainly  the  true  meaning  of  Proclus. 
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general  admixture,  both  of  rank  and  of  age  * — as  if,  too, 
after  all,  literature  were  a  kind  of  medicated  farina,  to  be 
adapted  with,  the  daintiest  nicety  to  the  digestion  of  the 
weakly  and  diseased — as  if  any  man  of  education  and  vigour, 
no  matter  whether  he  write  a  novel  or  a  history,  must  not 
take  it  for  granted  that  he  addresses  readers  of  ordinary 
understanding  and  healthful  comprehension  !  Is  there,  in 
fact,  a  book  in  the  world  that  could  ever  have  established 
a  fame,  if  it  had  not  mainly  addressed  itself  to  strong  heads 
and  clear  intellects  ? 

Much,  too,  is  said  of  the  example  of  former  novelists,  who 
were  contented  with  exhibiting  manners  and  ridiculing 
folly — as  if  all  prose  fiction  were  to  be  narrowed  into  a 
single  classification,  or  as  if  all  grave  purpose  and  tragic 
end  were  forbidden  to  the  compositions  of  fiction,  because 
they  are  divided  into  chapters,  not  compressed  into  acts  ! 
What  is  the  fair  source  of  terror  in  one  composition  may  be 
as  readily  resorted  to  in  another.  What  is  free  to  the  ima- 
gination, if  put  into  five  acts,  does  not  become  reprehensi- 
ble, if  employed  in  three  volumes.  Each,  the  narrative  or 
the  drama,  is  bound  but  by  its  own  peculiar  modes  of  rela- 
tion or  expression.  And  since,  whatever  our  varieties  of 
appeal  to  the  passions,  all  are  traceable  to  springs  in  the 
human  mind,  to  which  all  who  treat  of  the  passions  must 
apply,  the  narrator  is  not  only  privileged,  but  absolutely 
constrained  to  come  to  the  same  sources  as  the  writer  for 
the  stage.  Pause  to  consider  how  moral  terror  in  tragic 
composition  is  obtained.  The  more  you  examine,  the  more 
you  will  find  that  moral  f  terror  is  never  excited  except  by 

*  These  poor  circulating  library  readers  are  a  little  too  super- 
ciliously treated.  Say  what  we  like  about  them,  they  still  form 
the  ordinary  mass  of  the  reading  public,  and  comprehend  all  its 
varieties  of  intellect  and  instruction.  They  certainly  cannot  be 
said  to  exclude  the  refined  and  scholastic  few,  while  they  as  cer- 
tainly do  not  embrace  the  lowest  orders  in  mental  cultivation. 

•f*  I  say  moral  terror,  though  even  the  physical  terror  caused  by 
representations  of  bodily  pain  and  danger  can  scarcely  be  artisti- 


320  A   WOKD   TO   THE   PUBLIC. 

images  of  evil  or  punishment — by  some  destroying  or  dan- 
gerous agency.  Look  a  little  deeper,  and  you  will  find  that 
there  are  only  two  kinds  of  this  agency — the  first,  super- 
natural— such  as  Fate,  a  ghost,  a  witch,  a  fiend,  an  oracle, 
&c.,  in  which  the  images  from  another  world  are  summoned 
to  exercise  evil  influence  over  this  ;  the  second  agency  is 
human  crime.  Search,  I  say,  all  tragedies,  all  fictions,  and 
you  will  find  that  moral  terror  is  never  produced  but  by 
some  evil  or  destroying  power,  and  that  that  power  is  never 
to  be  found  except  in  the  two  agencies  I  have  named — viz., 
the  supernatural  or  the  criminal.  Grant,  then,  what  you 
cannot  deny,  that  the  narrator  is,  in  the  exercise  of  his  un- 
doubted right,  to  attempt,  if  he  can,  to  create  the  passion  of 
terror,  and  you  are  compelled  to  grant  him  the  only  means 
by  which  he  can  effect  his  object — viz.,  the  supernatural  or 
the  criminal.  This  is  so  evident  a  truth,  that  it  would  be 
unnecessary  to  say  a  word  further  on  the  subject,  if  it  were 
not  that  the  public  are  less  familiarised  to  representations 
of  guilt  in  the  narrative  fiction  than  they  are  in  the  dra- 
matic ;  and  hence  the  comparative  unfamiliarity  has  given 
a  readier  reception  to  shallow  criticism  of  the  romance 
than  common  sense  and  daily  custom  would  permit  to  be 
applied  to  the  drama.  But  this  only  proves  what  is  unde- 
niable— viz.,  that  the  tragic  prose  romance  is  of  very  recent 
date  in  literature,  and  has  hitherto  been  sparingly  culti- 
vated. I  believe  that  Richardson's  '  Clarissa  Harlowe'  was 
the  first  prose  fiction  attaining  permanent  celebrity  that 
resorted  for  interest  to  the  elements  of  tragedy.  I  need  not 
say  that  the  plot  of  that  work  is  founded  on  the  progress 
and  perpetration  of  a  crime  equally  odious  and  base,  con- 
ducted through  scenes,  abetted  by  characters,  and  consum- 
mated by  means,  which  the  public  would  probably  not 
permit  to  a  writer  in  the  present  day.  Yet,  of  Richardson, 
our  great  moralist  could  say  with  truth  "  that  he  taught 

cally  produced,  without  tracing  it  to  moral  evil,  either  in  those 
who  endure,  or  those  who  inflict  it. 
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the  passions  to  move  at  the  command  of  Virtue."  The  next 
tragic  fiction  that  won  fame  from  the  public  was  the  '  Julia 
de  Boubigne '  of  the  gentle-hearted  Mackenzie.  It  closes 
in  murder  and  suicide  ;  and  those  who  would  fly  at  higher 
game  than  the  living,  may  find,  perhaps,  something  to  say 
against  the  dead  great  author,  who  holds  up  as  the  ideal  of 
chivalrous  honour — high,  though  erring — the  jealous  assas- 
sin, who  poisons  his  wife,  and  escapes  by  self-slaughter  the 
penalties  and  shame  of  his  deed.  Yet  who  amongst  the 
true  judges  of  literature  would  deny  to  Mackenzie  the 
praise  he  deserves  as  a  writer  of  the  purest  intentions  and 
the  mildest  humanity?  Not  long  after  this,  with  some 
tragic  purpose  (though  I  do  not  include  it  amongst  the 
fictions  that  we  recognise  as  critically  tragic),  came  the 
'  Zeluco'  of  Moore — the  gloomy  portrait  of  a  hero  whom  no 
moral  sentiment  ennobles,  no  genial  impulse  ever  warms — 
but  justifying  the  author  by  his  aim  to  show  in  the  maturer 
life  of  his  hero  the  errors  of  early  education,  and  the  absorb- 
ing debasement  of  cultivated  egotism.  Nor  has  any  man 
ventured  to  deny  that  Dr  Moore  in  his  writings  has  de- 
served the  reputation  for  virtuous  purpose  which,  more 
than  his  genius,  obtained  him  the  favour  of  the  public. 

To  these  succeeded  the  truly  tragic  fiction  of  Godwin's 
'  Caleb  Williams,'  in  which,  as  in  *  Julia  de  Roubigne,' 
a  murderer  is  made  the  hero,  with  false  honour  for  his 
tempter,  while  his  remorse  and  his  terror  supply  both 
analysis  and  incident.  Yet,  whatever  may  be  said  of  Mr 
Godwin's  speculative  opinions  on  political  and  other  sub- 
jects, all  will  admit  that  his  aims  were  those  of  a  philoso- 
pher, who  sought,  in  his  own  way,  the  inculcation  of  morals. 
And  while  his  more  erroneous  expositions  of  doctrine  have 
sunk  into  oblivion,  '  Caleb  Williams'  lives  yet,  and  will, 
perhaps,  live  while  our  language  lasts,  as  a  monument  of 
genius,  on  which  are  graven  admonitions  to  error. 

Thus  it  will  be  perceived,  that  in  all  the  classic  tragic 

VOL.  II.  X 
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prose  fictions  preceding  our  own  age,  criminals  have  afforded 
the  prominent  characters,  and  crime  the  essential  material. 
Since  the  production  of  those  works,  prose  fiction  has 
yet  more  extended  its  ancient  limits.*  It  has  entered  with 
Goethe  the  domains  of  speculative  thought ;  it  has  been 
enlarged  to  almost  boundless  extent  by  the  energies  of 
Scott.  But  while  that  last-named  and  illustrious  writer 
enriched  the  realms  he  had  won  with  the  stores  of  the  his- 
torian, and  from  the  mines  of  the  poet — while,  in  mere 
form,  more  than  any  one,  he  relieved  and  animated  the 
progress  of  narrative  and  the  delineation  of  character  with 
the  dialogue  and  action  of  the  stage,  of  tragic  fiction,  rigidly 
so  called,  he  has  left  but  one  signal  masterpiece,  '  The 
Bride  of  Lammermoor.'  t  In  this,  to  create  his  effects  of 
awe,  though  human  evil  is  unquestionably  introduced,  he 
rather  resorted  to  the  old  Greek  instrumentality  of  fate — a 
means  which  (for  an  obvious  reason  that  I  shall  state  here- 
after) he  could  not  have  continued  to  employ  if  he  had 
more  generally  directed  his  genius  to  tragic  compositions. 
But  though  '  The  Bride  of  Lammermoor'  suffices  to  show 
that  Scott's  power  in  the  sterner  narrative  surpassed  all 
before  him  and  since,  the  more  habitual  tendencies  of  his 

*  Thus,  indeed,  a  class  of  composition  has  arisen,  for  which  as 
yet  we  have  no  definite  name  ;  it  corresponds  not  with  our  associa- 
tions of  the  novel,  nor  yet  with  those  of  the  romance.  It  does 
not  belong  precisely  to  either.  We  cannot  justly  call  '  Wilhelm 
Meister'  or  ' Anastasius,'  'Undine'  or  'Picciola,'  'Atala'  or 
'  Rene",'  '  Caleb  Williams'  and  '  Julia  de  Roubigne",'  either  novels 
or  romances.  In  England  the  word  fiction  has  thus  crept  into  use, 
for  want  of  one  less  general  and  vague. 

•f  Unless  we  admit,  as  perhaps  we  ought,  the  more  mixed  and 
less  gloomy  romance  of  '  Kenilworth,'  in  which  I  need  not  say, 
that  all  which  is  effected  of  terror  is  produced  by  the  agency  of 
guilt ;  in  fact,  wherever  Walter  Scott  has  produced  terror  without 
employing  supernatural  means,  it  will  always  and  unavoidably, 
from  the  causes  stated  in  the  text,  be  found  in  connection  with 
crime. 
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mind  did  not  lead  his  choice  to  the  regions  over  which  awe 
and  terror  preside, 

"  Dl  quibus  imperium  est  animarum  umbrseque  silentes 
Et  Chaos  et  Phlegethon,  loca  nocte  silentia  late ; " 

still  to  the  adventurer  whom  those  regions  invite,  it  is  per- 
mitted to  add — 

"  Sit  mihi  fas  audita  loqui :  sit,  numine  vestro, 
Pandere  res  alta  terra  et  caligine  ruersas." 

The  tragic  fiction  is  conceived — it  has  taken  growth — it 
may  be  destined,  amidst  the  comparative  neglect  of  the 
stage,  to  supply  the  lessons  which  the  tragic  drama  has  for 
a  while  abandoned.  Do  not  fetter  its  wanderings  from  free 
search  after  truth  through  the  mazes  of  society,  and  amidst 
all  the  contrasts  of  nature.  If  it  is  to  be  a  voice  to  the 
heart,  an  interpreter  of  the  secrets  of  life, — you  cannot 
withhold  from  it  the  broadest  experience  of  the  struggle 
between  good  and  evil,  happiness  and  woe. 

"  Hunc  igitur  terrorem  animi,  tenebrasque  necesse  est." 

But  I  am  told,  somewhat  more  definitely  and  precisely, 
that  though  crimes  of  a  lofty  order,  rendered  high  and 
solemn  by  ancient  tradition,  and  clad  in  the  pomp  of  his- 
tory, are  fitting  subjects  for  fiction,  the  crimes  which  occur 
in  our  own  day  and  finish  their  career  at  the  gallows  or  the 
hulks,  are  wholly  to  be  banished  from  recital.  "  Such 
things  may  be  :  leave  them  to  their  own  ignominy.  Why 
elevate  vulgar  felons  into  heroes,  and  take  us  for  interest 
to  the  Old  Bailey?" 

This,  I  believe,  is  a  correct  quotation  from  the  kind  of 
censure  with  which  (stripped  of  its  grosser  personalities)  I 
have  had  to  contend.  Once  for  all,  I  will  seek  to  answer  it 
as  seriously  as  if  it  were  an  argument,  not  a  declamation — 
a  friendly  remonstrance,  not  a  hostile  and  heated  assault. 
And  while  replying  to  my  assailants  in  the  Press,  I  address 
calmly  and  respectfully  my  argument  to  those  on  whom 
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attacks  so  frequently  and  passionately  urged  may  have  pro- 
duced an  impression  which  it  pains  me  most  deeply  to 
think  any  work  of  mine  should  create  on  one  honourable 
and  impartial  mind. 

I  have  already,  I  trust,  shown  that  the  charge  of  habi- 
tually selecting  criminals  for  my  themes  is  in  itself  untrue. 
I  proceed  now  to  the  question,  how  far  the  crimes  of  our 
own  days,  the  crimes  of  Tyburn  and  the  Old  Bailey,  may  be 
admissible  to  the  licence  of  art  in  fiction,  and  conducive  to 
the  moral  it  should  inculcate. 

I  will  grant  at  once  that  for  the  purposes  of  poetry, 
high  tragic  effect  may  be  more  readily  produced,  and  may 
usually  create  a  grander  or  less  distressful  sentiment  of 
awe,  when  it  is  sought  in  the  ancient  treasure-house  of  his- 
tory or  fable  ;  and  in  some  of  my  works  I  have  reverently 
draAvn  from  such  elder  and  remoter  sources.  But  one  re- 
gion of  art  does  not  exclude  the  other.  The  past  cannot 
monopolise  the  sorrows  and  crimes  of  ages.  While  we  live, 
we  ourselves  become  a  past.  And  we  are  unquestionably 
warranted  to  consult  the  Book  of  Time,  in  the  page  which 
is  spread  before  our  eyes.  Can  we  do  so  faithfully  if  we 
strike  out  all  passages  that  pain  or  perplex  us  ?  Can  we 
give  any  fair  idea  of  the  record,  if  we  confine  all  our  ex- 
tracts to  what  we  instinctively  approve  and  readily  compre- 
hend ?  No ;  every  one  concedes  to  me  at  once  that  a  writer 
is  at  liberty  to  search  amidst  the  materials  afforded  to  him 
in  modern  life  for  the  subjects  and  characters  of  fiction. 
The  comic  writer  takes  fearlessly  whatever  in  the  errors 
and  vices  of  mankind  adapts  itself  to  the  comic  result  of 
exciting  our  ridicule  and  moving  oivr  contempt — 

"  Licet,  semperque  licebit, 
Dicere  de  vitiis."  * 

"  It  ever  has  been,  and  ever  will  be,  lawful  to  speak  of  the 
vices,"  which  it  is  the  province  of  Comedy  as  of  Satire  to 

*  Hor.  Sat.  4,  lib.  1. 
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expose.  The  Tartuffe  of  Moliere,  the  Blifil  of  Fielding, 
the  Squire  Thornhill  of  Goldsmith  (a  scoundrel,  perhaps 
the  vilest  and  the  most  sparingly  punished  in  comic  fiction), 
the  whole  spirit  in  Le  Sage,  the  whole  object  in  Swift,  are 
uniformly  directed  to  the  exposure  of  the  meaner  and  more 
vicious  propensities  of  men.  Folly  and  error,  vice  punished 
by  ridicule,  constitute  the  main  materials  of  the  comic 
writer,  whether  he  employ  them  in  a  drama  or  a  novel. 
Must  we  not  grant  to  the  writer  who  seeks  for  the  elements 
of  tragedy  that  exist  in  his  own  time,  the  equal  licence  to 
seek  for  the  materials  to  which  tragedy  must  apply  ?  What 
are  those  materials  but  the  passions  and  the  crimes  of  men, 
— as,  for  comedy,  the  materials  are  drawn  from  the  humours 
and  the  vices  ?  Terror  and  compassion  are  the  sources  of 
the  tragic  writer's  effects  ;  the  destructive  or  pernicious 
power  of  intellect  corrupted  into  guilt,  affords  him  the 
natural  means  of  creating  terror  for  the  evil  and  compas- 
sion for  its  victims.  To  say  that  the  criminals  he  is  thus 
compelled  to  employ  as  the  agents  of  his  plot  are  unfit  for 
his  purpose  because  they  may  be  classed  amongst  the  prey 
of  Newgate  and  the  Old  Bailey,  is  but  to  lay  down  the  pre- 
posterous principle,  that  we  must  not  extract  tragedy  from 
times  in  which  laws  are  carried  into  effect ;  it  is  simply 
to  say,  that,  because  men  in  our  day  are  transported  and 
hanged  for  guilt,  the  guilt  of  our  day  it  is  improper  to  ana- 
lyse and  depict.  All  crimes  now,  if  detected,  must  obtain 
the  notoriety  of  the  Old  Bailey,  or  reap  their  desert  in  New- 
gate ;  and  to  contend  that  Newgate  and  the  Old  Bailey  unfit 
them  for  the  uses  of  the  writer  of  fiction,  is  virtually  to  de- 
prive him  of  the  use  of  all  crimes  punished  by  modern  law 
and  enacted  in  the  modern  day :  as  if  there  were  no  warn- 
ing to  be  drawn  from  sins  that  are  not  ennobled  by  ermine 
and  purple  ;  as  if  there  were  no  terror  in  the  condemned 
cell,  no  tragedy  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows  !  And  yet  how 
hackneyed  is  the  aphorism,  that  the  human  heart  and  the 
tragedy  to  be  drawn  from  it  remain  the  same  in  every  age ! 
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Unless,  then,  we  deny  altogether  that  we  are  to  seek  for  the 
sources  of  tragedy  amidst  the  times  which  we  must  neces- 
sarily know  the  best,  amongst  the  characters  on  which  the 
broadest  and  steadiest  light  can  be  cast,  amidst  the  warn- 
ings the  most  immediately  useful  to  us,  we  cannot  reject  to 
the  writer  of  modern  fiction  the  materials  of  modern  tragedy, 
even  though  they  are  drawn  from  the  records  of  the  prison- 
house  and  the  judgments  of  the  law.  The  materials  must 
be  open  to  choice,  with  certain  stipulations  as  to  the  treat- 
ment, into  which  we  shall  enter  later. 

It  has  long,  indeed,  been  the  opinion  of  many  minds  the 
most  thoughtfully  bent  upon  the  alliance  between  humanity 
and  art,  that  we  have  too  much  neglected  the  deeper  and 
graver  characteristics  of  our  own  age  ;  too  much  contented 
ourselves  with  surveys  of  the  surface,  delineations  of  man- 
ners, fashions,  and  foibles,  and  turned  to  the  past  for  that 
sterner  poetry  which  is  not  less  sensibly  to  be  found  in  the 
sorrows  and  the  guilt  of  the  life  around  us.  Thus,  towards 
the  close  of  his  life,  Schiller,  whom,  at  that  time,  no  man 
can  accuse  of  rash  and  unconsidered  tamperings  with  the 
legitimate  end  of  genius,  meditated  a  drama  that  would 
seem  least  poetical  to  the  shallow,  but  was  intended  to  ex- 
tract poetry  from  the  very  sources  which  it  seems  we  are 
now  forbidden  to  explore.  His  proposed  subject  was  "  The 
French  Police  ;"  and  I  need  not  say,  that  the  conception 
could  not  fail  to  comprehend  the  evils,  the  abuses,  and  the 
crimes,  of  modern  civilisation. 

Good  men  there  are,  no  doubt,  who  would  interdict 
altogether  the  presentation  of  actual  crime  as  painful  and 
revolting — as  administering  to  a  passion  for  diseased  ex- 
citement. I  respect  their  scruples  :  but,  without  here  paus- 
ing to  examine  what  weight  can  be  attached  to  them,  is  the 
prohibition  even  possible  ?  Crime  meets  us  as  a  fact  every- 
where ;  you  cannot  open  a  newspaper,  you  cannot  refer  to 
statistics,  you  cannot  mix  in  the  ordinary  world,  but  crime 
is  forced  daily  and  hourly  on  your  notice.  You  must  close 
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up  for  purity  and  youth  all  history,  sacred  and  profane : 
you  must  shut  out  from  the  calendar  of  life  the  tyrant  and 
the  martyr  ;  you  must  seal  up  the  fountains  of  literature, 
and  silence  the  long  succession  of  poets  from  Sophocles  to 
Dante,  from  Dante  to  Shakespeare,  from  Shakespeare  to  the 
last  song  that  has  thrilled  through  the  world — if  you  seek 
to  exclude  from  the  mind  the  dark  certainties  of  guilt. 
Even  then  you  will  fail.  Man  has  but  to  live,  to  know  that 
crime  is  the  foe  man  must  brave.  Could  you  instruct  him 
what  he  should  resist  and  abhor,  if  you  could  leave  him 
ignorant  of  its  existence  and  its  chastisement  ?  You  cannot, 
like  the  Emperor  of  China,  live  in  a  fancied  succession  of 
triumphs  and  security,  and  receive  congratulations  on  the 
felicity  of  your  reign  and  the  impregnability  of  your  do- 
minion, while  the  enemy  are  blockading  your  ports  and 
sailing  up  your  rivers.  The  essential  characteristic  of  this 
age  and  land  is  publicity.  There  exists  a  Press  which  bares 
at  once  to  the  universal  eye  every  example  of  guilt  that 
comes  before  a  legal  tribunal.  In  these  very  newspapers 
which  would  forbid  a  romance-writer  to  depict  crime  with 
all  that  he  can  suggest  to  demonstrate  its  causes,  portray 
its  hideousness,  insist  on  its  inevitable  doom, — are  every- 
where to  be  found  the  minutest  details  of  guilt, — the 
meanest  secrets  of  the  prison-house  are  explored,  turnkeys 
interrogated,  and  pages  filled  with  descriptions  of  the  per- 
sonal appearance  of  the  felon,  his  dress  at  the  bar,  his 
courage  at  the  gallows.  To  find  the  true  literature  of  New- 
gate and  Tyburn,  you  have  only  to  open  the  newspaper  on 
your  table.  That  reports  thw  sent  abroad  to  all  quarters 
of  a  motley  civilisation,  read  aloud  in  the  lowest  alehouse, 
and  in  the  vilest  resorts  of  outcasts  and  thieves — the  only 
literary  food  (as  newspapers  are)  of  the  most  uneducated 
classes  ; — that  such  may  do  harm,  I  am  ready  to  confess, 
and  this  from  the  careless  tone  and  the  base  detail — the  ob- 
trusion of  a  criminal  notoriety  unaccompanied  by  a  single 
lesson — gorging  the  curiosity  and  familiarising  away  the 
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solemnity  of  guilt.*  But  how  different  this  from  the  nar- 
rative of  a  writer  of  fiction,  who  presents  no  single  por- 
traiture of  crime  to  monopolise  the  morbid  fancy — who 
contrasts  it  with  images  of  purity  and  innocence,  who  ana- 
lyses the  workings  of  the  heart,  and  thus  checks  its  progress 
to  corruption — who  accompanies  the  crime,  as  by  its  shadow, 
with  the  darkness  of  its  own  deformity — who  exerts  all  the 
power  he  possesses  to  accumulate  terrors  round  its  conse- 
quences and  chastisements — whose  work  by  its  literary 
treatment  (if  the  author  possess  but  ordinary  scholarship), 
to  say  nothing  of  its  mode  of  publication,  is  not  destined  to 
penetrate,  like  the  newspaper,  amongst  the  most  ignorant 
and  perverted — the  accomplices  and  imitators  of  the  guilty 
— but  is  almost  necessarily  confined  to  classes  of  a  certain 
education,  which  would  render  the  imitation  as  untempting 
as  the  guilt  itself  is  abhorrent.  The  fiction  supplies  the 
very  lessons  the  newspaper  cannot  give.  If  the  reader 
doubt  this,  let  him  only  compare  the  impressions  made 
upon  his  mind  by  a  crime  brought  before  the  courts  of  law, 
with  those  produced  by  a  crime  which  some  imaginative 
writer  has  depicted  ; — I  am  greatly  mistaken  if  he  does  not 
own,  at  once,  that  the  last  are  infinitely  more  grave,  more 
forcible,  and  more  enduring. 

Analysis  of  the  darker  or  coarser  crimes  of  society  is  not: 
intended  to  reform  the  criminals — them  it  does  not  reach. 
It  is  not  as  a  curb  to  tyrants  that  '  William  Tell'  is  effec- 
tive. It  is  not  to  reform  an  Appius  that  we  express  our 
sympathy  with  Virginius.  It  is  not  to  breathe  virtue  into 
burglars  that  '  Jonathan  Wild'  was  composed,  or  to  pre- 
vent men  from  poisoning  their  wives  that  Mackenzie  wrote 
his  '  Julia  de  Eoubigne.'  Limited,  indeed,  would  be  the 

*  This  is  the  necessity  of  the  newspaper  press,  rather  than  a  re- 
proach to  it.  That  press  but  obeys  the  imperious  demands  for 
publicity  which  the  age  enforces.  Its  business  is  to  deal  with  facts ; 
and  it  can  only  partially  and  briefly  convey  the  deductions  which 
the  author  of  a  fiction  writes  volumes  to  explain. 
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moral  uses  of  fiction,  if  confined  to  the  peculiar  idiosyn- 
crasies of  character  it  selects.  Nor  is  it  only  by  the  catas- 
trophe itself  that  fiction  reaches  the  heart,  but  yet  more  by 
the  mental  dissection  which  it  admits,  that  it  corrects  our 
errors  in  developing  their  causes.  It  is  by  the  tendencies 
to  which  terror  or  compassion  in  the  tragic  form,  ridicule 
and  contempt  in  the  comic,  are  the  agents,  that  we  confirm 
social  enthusiasm  for  virtue,  and  unite  the  reason  with 
the  passions  in  detestation  of  crime.  And  all  this  can  be 
equally  effected,  whether  we  resort  for  materials  to  the  past 
or  to  the  present,  to  the  vices  of  the  great  or  to  those  of  the 
mean.  It  is  the  treatment  that  ennobles,  not  the  subject. 
Grant  that  the  characters  are  what  convention  calls  low — 
in  birth,  station,  instruction  ;  born  in  a  cellar,  dying  on  the 
gibbet,  they  are  not  one  jot,  for  those  reasons,  made  neces- 
sarily low  to  art.  Art  can,  with  Fielding,  weave  an  epic 
from  adventures  with  gamekeepers  and  barbers.  Art  can, 
with  Goethe,  convert  into  poetry  the  most  lofty,  the  homely 
image  of  the  girl  condemned  for  infanticide,  and  confine  the 
vast  war  between  spirits  and  men  to  the  floors  of  her  felon 
cell.  Rightly  has  the  most  majestic  of  poets  placed  at  the 
Portals  of  Dread,  not  those  fiends  which  are  the  tempters  of 
the  great  and  deluders  of  the  wise,  but  rather  the  demons 
of  the  ruder  multitude,  "Fear,  and  ill-advising  Hunger, 
Labour,  and  shameful  Want" — 

"  Et  Metus,  et  malesuada  Fames,  et  turpis  Egestas ; 
Terribiles  visu  formse — Letumque,  Laborque."  * 

To  sum  up,  I  think,  then,  we  must  allow — 
1st,  That  crime,  however  great  and  heinous,  is  an  ad- 
mitted and  necessary  agency  in  tragic  fiction,  warranted  by 
the  employment  of  the  greatest  masters,  and  the  sanction 
of  all  ages. 

2dly,  That  it  is   equally  admissible  in  the  narrative 
fiction  as  the  dramatic. 

*  Virg.  .En.  vi.  276,  277. 
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3dly,  That  we  may  seek  for  the  materials  of  terror  in 
crime,  or  destructive  power,  amidst  the  present  as  the  past 
— that  we  are  limited  neither  to  particular  periods,  nor  Con- 
ventional gradations  of  rank — that  wherever  we  find  the 
facts  that  furnish  the  passion  of  terror,*  and  the  characters 
that  permit  the  analysis  of  motive  to  conduct  (the  cause  to 
the  effect) — we  are  at  full  liberty  to  use  them. 

I  said  that  we  have  a  right  to  demand  certain  stipulations 
as  to  treatment  and  selection. 

Istly,  We  have  a  right  to  demand  that,  whatever  interest 
the  author  bids  us  take  in  the  criminal,  we  should  never, 
by  any  metaphysical  sophistry,  be  seduced  into  admiration 
of  the  crime — that  even  where,  as  usually  in  the  drama, 
the  criminal  is  invested  with  attributes  that  enforce  respect, 
or  is  induced  to  an  offence  at  war  with  his  general  character 
by  circumstance  and  temptation  —  still  the  crime  itself 
should  be  shown  clearly  as  a  violation  of  eternal  laws,  and 
be  condemned,  not  only  by  the  result  in  the  fiction,  but  the 
reason  of  the  beholder.  We  are  not  forbidden  to  sympathise 
with  Othello  in  his  jealousy,  nor  to  admire  the  nobleness 
which  contrasts  an  infirmity  ordinarily  mean  and  egotisti- 
cal ;  for  we  see  that  the  crime  to  which  it  urges  him  entails 
its  own  direful  punishment,  and  no  compassion  for  the 
murderer  lessens  our  horror  of  the  murder. 

2dly,  The  crimes  depicted  should  not  be  of  a  nature  to 
lead  us  through  licentious  scenes,  nor  accompanied  with 
descriptions  that  appeal  dangerously  to  the  senses.  There 
is  one  class  of  evil  which  shocks  and  revolts  us — there  is 
another  class  of  evil  to  which  the  most  perilous  ally  is  in 
our  own  nature.  There  is  nothing  to  corrupt  us  in  the  de- 
lineation of  murder  and  violent  wrong ;  our  instincts  recoil 
at  once  from  the  idea  of  imitation.  There  may  be  much  to 

*  I  should  apologise  for  the  fatiguing  repetition  of  the  word  terror 
throughout  this  inquiry ;  but  I  could  not  avoid  it  without  obscu- 
rity and  circumlocution.  I  must  make  the  same  excuse  for  the 
repetition  of  the  word  art. 
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corrupt  us  in  the  delineation  of  an  adulterous  love,  though 
the  moral  it  is  meant  to  convey  may,  in  itself,  be  excellent. 
And,  therefore,  it  is  safest  not  to  make  prominent,  or 
minutely  to  detail,  crimes  of  a  nature  which  less  openly 
revolts  us  than  insidiously  allures.* 

3dly,  In  dealing  especially  with  the  coarser  and  more 
violent  crimes  least  idealised  by  remote  tradition,  least  dig- 
nified by  history  above  vulgar  associations,  the  author  is 
bound  to  have  some  object  in  view  belonging  to  the  purer 
and  more  thoughtful  principles  of  art,  to  which  the  means 
he  employs  are  subordinate  and  conducive.  If  in '  Jonathan 
Wild '  Fielding  takes  us  almost  solely  among  thieves  and 
pickpockets,  it  is  not  merely,  and  objectively,  as  it  were,  to 
familiarise  us  with  their  principles  and  habits.  In  describ- 
ing the  actual  meanness,  he  is  aiming  his  satire  at  false 
greatness.  It  is  not  because  a  man  is  a  felon  and  a  criminal 
that  therefore  he  furnishes  a  fitting  theme  for  the  drama  or 
the  narrative.  I  guard  myself  especially  against  appearing 
to  sanction  so  preposterous  a  conclusion.  But  if  there  be 
anything  so  peculiar  in  his  guilt,  or  the  circumstances  at- 
tending it,  as  to  afford  fair  scope  for  artistic  purpose,  sug- 
gest useful  reflections,  or  inculcate  a  salutary  lesson,  then 
it  is,  not  because  he  is  a  criminal  or  felon,  that  he  becomes 
an  unfit  instrument  for  those  ends  to  which,  indeed  (as  we 
have  seen),  the  agency  of  crime  is  essential.  If,  therefore, 
the  author  make  use  of  the  actual  and  more  violent  guilt 
that  forms  one  element  of  the  society  around  us,  we  have  a 
right  to  expect  that  it  will  be  introduced,  not  in  wanton 

*  And  this  principle  of  treatment,  be  it  observed,  holds  as  good 
in  the  delineation  of  virtue  as  in  the  exhibition  of  guilt.  '  Pamela,' 
for  instance,  is  intended  to  celebrate  the  triumph  of  virtue  in  a 
woman,—'  Caleb  Williams '  depicts  the  guilty  fall  of  a  man.  Yet 
which  of  the  two  fictions  would  a  father  prefer  to  trust  to  his  chil- 
dren ?  The  design  of  Richardson  is  eminently  virtuous,  but,  by  an 
error  in  art,  the  treatment  obtrudes  scenes  and  suggests  ideas  of 
very  questionable  safety. 
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levity,  but  for  some  thoughtful  purpose — tending  (to  the 
best  of  his  judgment)  to  illustrate  some  serviceable  truth. 

These,  I  believe,  are  the  main  restrictions  which  we  must 
impose  upon  the  liberty  of  the  author  in  granting  him  all 
the  privileged  resources  of  his  art. 

I  venture  to  assert  that  by  these  restrictions  I  have  been 
bound.  Throwing  myself  on  the  indulgence  of  the  candid 
for  an  egotism,  rendered  necessary  by  the  direct  personality 
of  the  attacks,  and  without  which  the  reader  must  be  sen- 
sible that  these  remarks  would  be  desultory  and  incomplete — 
and  assuming  merely  that  the  three  works  I  am  called  upon 
to  defend  have  been  read  by  those  to  whom  I  address  my- 
self— I  proceed  to  challenge  for  them  the  severest  applica- 
tion the  impartial  can  bestow,  of  the  rules  I  have  laid 
down  for  the  proprieties  of  treatment. 

And  first,  as  to  'Paul  Clifford.'*  The  object  of  'Paul 
Clifford'  ought  to  be  sufficiently  apparent.  It  was  written 
at  a  time  when  capital  punishment  was  still  in  this'country 
indiscriminately  impolitic  and  severe — when  society  was 
not  employed,  as  it  is  virtuously  now,  in  seeking  to  reform 
the  circumstances  which  engender  crime  in  the  masses ;  but 
was  content  with  punishing  by  severity  the  offences  it  had 
in  much  caused  by  neglect.  To  quote  from  the  short  pre- 
face to  the  edition  of  1840,  it  was  my  design,  therefore,  "  to 
draw  attention  to  two  errors  in  our  penal  institutions — 
viz.,  a  vicious  prison  discipline,  and  a  sanguinary  criminal 
code  —  the  habit  of  first  corrupting  the  boy  by  the  very 
punishment  that  ought  to  redeem  him,  and  then  hanging 
the  man  on  the  first  occasion,  as  the  easiest  way  of  getting 
rid  of  our  own  blunders ;"  it  was  "  a  satire  on  the  short  cut 
established  between  the  house  of  correction  and  the  con- 
demned cell." 

Paul  Clifford  himself  is  thus  represented  as  one  of  the 

*  The  real  hero  of  this  book  is  perhaps  rather  William  Brandon 
than  his  son ;  but  I  take  the  responsibility  created  by  the  title 
selected. 
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very  numerous  class  to  which,  all  practical  philanthropists 
are  now  inviting  our  attention ;  exposed  in  boyhood  to  the 
contagion  of  evil  companionship  —  sent  to  prison  for  an 
offence  he  does  not  commit — escaping  from  it  by  the  dexte- 
rity of  one  of  those  confirmed  rogues,  with  whom  a  prison 
brings  him  into  familiar  association — and  afterwards,  almost 
necessarily,  driven  for  a  livelihood  into  defiance  of  the  Law, 
which  had  already  expelled  him  from  its  pale.  Paul  Clif- 
ford offends,  and  he  is  punished — he  is  an  exile  for  ever 
from  his  country ;  but  as  his  offence  is  extenuated  by  cir- 
cumstances— as  society  in  itself  is  in  some  measure  a  par- 
taker of  it — as  some  good  qualities,  that  show  him  capable 
of  reform,  belong  to  his  character,  and  as  he  has  been  led 
into  none  of  the  darker  crimes  of  cruelty,  revenge,  and 
bloodshed — so  he  is  not  punished  to  the  extent  of  the  gal- 
lows. He  is  allowed  to  work  out  his  redemption  by  repent- 
ance and  atonement.  In  all  this,  the  Novelist  does  but 
second  the  improved  disposition  of  Society  itself.  He  does 
but  advocate  in  a  fiction  the  principles  which  are  now  en- 
lightening our  journals  and  ameliorating  our  laws. 

To  guard  against  danger  of  imitation  by  the  modern  in- 
vaders of  property  (if  such  a  book  could  ever  reach  them), 
Paul  Clifford  is  not  represented — as  certain  parties  choose 
unblushingly  to  assert — as  a  mere  pickpocket  and  thief — 
he  is  taken  out  of  the  range  of  existing  subjects  for  the 
Old  Bailey.  His  offence  is  that  of  the  obsolete,  and  now 
impossible  nature,  which  characterised  what  was  satirically 
called  the  "  Gentleman  Highwayman ;"  and  has  passed 
away  from  our  well-regulated  roads  and  enclosed  commons 
as  entirely  as  the  band  of  Robin  Hood  has  passed  from  the 
glades  of  Sherwood.  It  can  now  be  imitated  no  more  than 
adventurous  youth  can  imitate  the  Locksley  and  the 
Rob  Roy  of  Walter  Scott.  And  with  quite  as  much  jus- 
tice in  the  last-cited  novel  may  its  great  and  healthful 
author  be  accused  of  exalting  a  robber  into  a  hero,  and 
weaving  round  him  a  dangerous  and  immoral  interest,  as 
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the  humbler  writer,  now  put  upon  his  defence,  of  such  a 
design  in  the  moonlight  rides  of  Paul  Clifford,  the  High- 
wayman.* If  exception  be  taken  to  the  mere  lowness  of 
scenes  and  characters  occasionally  introduced  in  the  book, 
but  by  no  means  forming  the  principal  part  of  it,  I  may 
observe,  that  as  they  contain  nothing  obscene  or  licentious, 
nothing  to  incite  or  inflame,  and  are  not  introduced  for 
themselves,  but  for  satire  upon  the  real  vulgarity  often 
foiind  beneath  the  mere  conventional  polish  they  travesty 
or  burlesque,  so  whatever  may  be  said  against  such  an  in- 
troduction on  the  score  of  art,  it  is  free,  at  least,  from  all 
tendency  to  corrupt.  And  in  this,  since  I  cannot  claim  the 
merit  of  originality,  I  have  at  least  the  sanction  of  authori- 
ties the  most  respected — not  only  in  the  disputed  morality 
of  the  'Beggar's  Opera,'  or  the  nobler  precedent  of 'Jona- 
than Wild' — but  in  the  'Beggar's  Bush'  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  which  does  not  disdain  to  put  slang  into  verse — 
in  the  'Guzman  D'Alfarache '  of  Le  Sage — in  the  '  Sharper ' 
of  Quevedo  —  and  in  the  innumerable  scenes  in  what  is 
called  "  low  life,"  which  are  never  cited  in  reproach  of  our 
greatest  novelists. 

I  think,  therefore,  that  I  may  fairly  dismiss  '  Paul  Clif- 
ford' to  the  acquittal  of  any  impartial  jury  upon  the  capital 
charges  that,  without  evidence  and  against  precedent,  have 
been  laid  to  its  charge. 

In  'Eugene  Aram'  the  case  was  wholly  different,  de- 
manding graver  treatment  and  more  awful  chastisement ; 
here,  at  least,  there  was  no  .vulgar  offender,  nor  here  was 
there  any  victim  to  the  errors  and  neglect  of  society.  Here 

*  Rob  Roy  defies  the  law,  plunders  the  traveller,  ravages  the 
border,  spares  not  life,  if  in  his  way,  and  is  represented  on  the 
whole  as  an  amiable  and  gallant  character,  and  dismissed  without 
punishment,  to  the  doubtful  approbation  of  the  reader.  In  all  this 
the  assailers  of  'Paul  Clifford '  see  nothing  to  call  for  the  charge  of 
raising  robbers  into  heroes,  or  bestowing  interest  upon  criminals. 
And  they  are  right.  Let  them  be  but  consistent.  If  this  miserable 
jargon  is  to  be  employed  at  all,  let  them  use  it  impartially. 
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was  one  of  those  startling  phenomena  in  human  conduct 
which  had  arrested  the  attention  of  the  historian,  claimed 
the  muse  of  the  Poet,  which  had  been  more  than  the  nine 
days'  wonder  in  the  age  in  which  it  had  occurred,  and  re- 
mained in  the  record  and  memories  of  men,  as  containing 
the  problems,  and  exciting  the  terror,  of  a  completed  tragedy 
in  itself.  The  picture  of  a  laborious  and  self-taught  student, 
apparently  of  a  life  the  most  blameless,  a  character  the  most 
humane,  locking  within  his  conscience  the  secret  of  a  dark 
and  inexplicable  crime,  not  to  be  explained  by  intelligible 
motives — attributed  to  what  seemed  essentially  opposite  to 
his  nature  and  pursuits  (viz.,  the  mean  desire  of  gain) — 
brought  to  light  after  many  years,  by  a  series  of  circum- 
stances, regular  and  coherent  as  the  links  in  a  Drama,  is 
surely  not  to  be  classed  amidst  the  vulgar  and  commonplace 
offences  of  Newgate  records ;  and  if  ever  crime  be  admissible 
in  fiction,  I  confess  that  I  know  of  few  within  that  wide 
history  in  which  it  finds  its  place,  more  set  apart  and  marked 
out  for  tragic  analysis  and  delineation.  Not  in  the  various 
subjects  it  has  been  my  fortune  to  select,  though  they  have 
dealt  with  larger  and  more  complicated  interests  of  man- 
kind ;  not  in  Pliny's  fearful  account  of  the  flaming  moun- 
tain and  buried  city ;  not  in  the  failing  attempt  of  Bienzi 
•  to  resuscitate  the  corpse  of  Roman  grandeur,  recorded  in  the 
annals  of  Italy;  not  in  the  wild  and  gloomy  straggle  in 
which  our  own  Chroniclers  have  tracked,  amidst  the  Wars 
of  the  Roses,  the  sanguinary  transition  from  the  feudal  to 
the  social  age,  can  I  recognise  a  theme  more  adapted  to 
Tragic  purposes  than  the  image  of  that  solitary  mind,  silent 
and  bowed  down  beneath  the  weight  of  its  solitary  crime. 
I  was  not  singular  in  my  belief  that  this  subject  was  appro- 
priate to  the  purposes  to  which  I  presumed  to  apply  it. 
Mr  Godwin  assured  me  that  he  had  often  meditated  a  fic- 
tion, of  which  Eugene  Aram  was  to  be  the  hero ;  and  I  am 
informed  by  a  high  and  indisputable  authority,*  that  Sir 

*  Our  distinguished  diplomatist,  Sir  Hamilton  Seymour. 
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Walter  Scott  expressed  his  surprise  that  a  crime  so  pecu- 
liarly adapted  to  tragedy  or  romance,  had  been  so  long  un- 
treated by  either. 

I  venture,  then,  to  assume  that  the  choice  of  my  subject 
was  sufficiently  legitimate.  And  I  addressed  myself  to  its 
execution  with  an  earnest  study  neither  to  palliate  the 
offence,  nor  diminish  the  terror  of  the  chastisement.  Here, 
unlike  the  milder  guilt  of  Paul  Clifford,  the  author  was  not 
to  imply  reform  to  society,  nor  open  in  this  world  atonement 
and  pardon  to  the  criminal.  As  it  would  have  been  wholly 
in  vain  to  disguise,  by  mean  tamperings  with  art  and  truth, 
the  ordinary  habits  of  life  and  attributes  of  character,  which 
all  record  and  remembrance  ascribed  to  Eugene  Aram,  as  it 
would  have  defeated  every  end  of  the  moral  inculcated  by 
his  guilt,  to  portray  in  the  caricature  of  the  murderer  of 
melodrame,  a  man  immersed  in  study,  of  whom  it  was 
noted  that  he  turned  aside  from  the  worm  in  his  path,*  so 
I  have  allowed  to  him  whatever  contrasts  with  his  inexpi- 
able crime  have  been  recorded  on  sufficient  authority.  But 
I  have  invariably  taken  care  that  the  crime  itself  should 
stand  stripped  of  every  sophistry,  and  be  hideous  to  the  per- 
petrator as  well  as  to  the  world.  Allowing  all  by  which 
attention  to  his  biography  may  explain  the  tremendous 
paradox  of  fearful  guilt  in  a  man  aspiring  after  knowledge 
and  not  generally  inhumane — allowing  that  the  crime  came 
upon  him  in  the  partial  insanity  produced  by  the  combin- 
ing circumstances  of  a  brain  overwrought  by  intense  study, 
disturbed  by  an  excited  imagination,  and  the  fumes  of  a 
momentary  disease  of  the  reasoning  faculty,  consumed  by 
the  desire  of  knowledge,  unwholesome  and  morbid,  because 
coveted  as  an  end,  not  a  means,  added  to  the  other  physical 
causes  of  mental  aberration  to  be  found  in  loneliness,  and 
want  verging  upon  famine  ; — all  these,  which  a  biographer 

*  The  Rev.  Mr  Hinton  said  "he  used  frequently  to  observe  Aram, 
when  walking  in  the  garden,  stoop  down  to  remove  a  snail  or  a  worm 
from  the  path." 
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may  suppose  to  have  conspired  to  his  crime,  have  never 
been  used  by  the  novelist  as  exciises  for  its  enormity,  nor 
indeed,  lest  they  should  seem  as  excuses,  have  they  ever 
been  clearly  presented  to  the  view.  The  moral  consisted  in 
showing  more  than  the  mere  legal  punishment  at  the  close. 
It  was  to  show  how  the  consciousness  of  the  deed  was  to 
exclude  whatever  humanity  of  character  preceded  and  be- 
lied it  from  all  active  exercise — all  social  confidence  ;  how 
the  knowledge  of  the  bar  between  the  minds  of  others  and 
his  own,  deprived  the  criminal  of  all  motive  to  ambition, 
and  blighted  knowledge  of  all  fruit :  Miserable  in  his  affec- 
tions, barren  in  his  intellect — clinging  to  solitude,  yet  accur- 
sed in  it — dreading  as  a  danger  the  fame  he  had  once  coveted 
— obscure  in  spite  of  learning,  hopeless  in  spite  of  love, 
fruitless  and  joyless  in  his  life,  calamitous  and  shameful  in 
his  end  ; — surely  such  is  no  palliative  of  crime,  no  dalliance 
and  toying  with  the  grimness  of  evil  !  And  surely,  to  any 
ordinary  comprehension,  any  candid  mind,  such  is  the  moral 
conveyed  by  the  fiction  of  '  Eugene  Aram  ! ' 

I  come  now  to  the  last  of  the  three  works  of  which  I  have 
undertaken  the  defence.  But  before  I  speak  of  the  object 
really  intended  in  the  romance  of  '  Lucretia,'  I  must  clear 
up  a  very  signal  and  general  mistake  on  the  part  of  my 
critics.  In  the  preface  to  '  Lucretia,'  it  will  be  observed 
that  I  speak  much  of  an  intention  I  had  long  entertained  of 
depicting  the  influences  of  money  upon  modern  civilisation, 
and  exposing  what  I  held  as  a  vice  of  the  day,  in  impatience 
or  dislike  to  the  slow  returns  of  legitimate  toil,  whether  in 
pecuniary  speculation  or  intellectual  ambition.  And  upon 
this,  with  the  exception  of  two  or  three  reviewers,  there  has 
been  an  outcry  of  simultaneous  discovery  that  the  design 
announced  in  the  preface  was  not  borne  out  in  the  execution 
of  the  book  ;  and  accordingly  that  the  book  was  a  failure, 
because  the  author  had  not  accurately  defined  what  the 
book  was  intended  to  convey.  If  these  gentlemen  will  do 

VOL.  II.  T 
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me  the  favour  to  correct  in  themselves  that  "  impatience  " 
which  I  took  the  liberty  to  denounce,  and  look  with  a  little 
less  haste  at  that  unfortunate  preface,  they  will,  perhaps, 
convince  themselves  that  I  never  professed  '  Lucretia '  to  be 
the  fulfilment  or  carrying  out  of  the  purpose  which  I  said  I 
had  once  meditated  in  an  earlier  design.  What  I  stated,  I 
thought  with  sufficient  distinctness,  was,  that  when  I  half 
implied  my  farewell  to  the  character  of  a  novelist,  I  had 
imagined  that  an  attempt  to  illustrate  the  influences  of 
money  might  be  best  worked  out  upon  the  stage  ;  that  that 
design,  with  which  I  wished  to  couple  some  exposition  of 
the  popular  vice  of  impatience,  I  afterwards  thought  I  could 
best  treat  in  a  novel ;  but  that  while  meditating  such  a  con- 
ception, I  became  acquainted  with  the  lives  of  two  criminals, 
so  remarkable  as  to  engage  my  examination  and  analysis  ; 
and,  that  this  second  design  had  supplanted  the  first,  I 
thought  I  had  made  abundantly  clear  by  the  following 
remarks : — 

"  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  reducing  to  a  tale 
the  materials  (viz.,  the  lives  and  letters  of  the  said  two 
criminals)  which  had  so  engrossed  my  interest  and  tasked 
my  inquiries ;  and,  in  this  attempt,  various  incidental 
opportunities  have  occurred,  if  not  completely  carrying  out, 
still  of  incidentally  illustrating  my  earlier  design."  And, 
a  few  lines  farther,  I  expressly  observe,  "  that  the  delinea- 
tion of  the  darker  crime  formed  the  staple  of  my  narrative," 
proceeding  to  remark,  that  in  that  delineation  "the  less 
obvious  moral  must  be  found  in  those  uses  to  which  poets 
have  applied  the  portraiture  of  gigantic  crime." 

Therefore,  any  impartial  person  will  perceive  at  once, 
that  even  at  the  commencement  of  my  book  its  object  has 
been,  to  say  the  least,  carelessly  misrepresented ; — that  what 
made  the  purpose  of  an  earlier  and  suspended  design,  only 
furnished  incidental  illustration  to  the  present — and  that 
that  illustration  was  the  less  noticeable  in  the  agencies  of 
the  greater  crime  which  formed  the  staple  of  the  nar- 
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rative,  and  in  which,  another  moral  must  necessarily  be 
sought. 

"  The  incidental  opportunities "  to  which  I  limited  my 
engagement,  occur  chiefly  in  the  minor  agents  of  the  fiction. 
William  Mainwaring,  with  a  competent  fortune,  and  abili- 
ties calculated,  with  steady  perseverance,  to  gratify  ambi- 
tion by  an  honourable  repute,  finds  his  tempter  in  the  un- 
due desire  of  gain,  and  the  rash  impatience  for  distinction. 
Without  these  enemies  in  his  own  breast,  Lucretia  had 
been  powerless  against  him.  On  the  other  hand,  Walter 
Ardworth,  represented  as  honest  in  his  impulse  and  gene- 
rous in  his  sympathies,  loses  character  for  want  of  due  re- 
gard to  the  prudence  in  preserving,  which  is  the  counter 
error  to  greed  in  acquiring ;  and  too  impatient,  even  in  the 
social  and  generous  tendencies  which  attach  him  to  liberty 
as  the  advancement  of  his  species,  to  study  the  application 
of  theory  to  practice,  sinks  into  a  shallow  declaimer,  as 
useless  to  his  cause  as  unprofitable  to  himself.  In  contrast 
to  both  these,  meant  to  unite  the  talents  of  the  one  with 
the  sympathies  of  the  other,  is  sketched  in  outline  the  char- 
acter of  John  Ardworth — energetic  but  not  rash — uncovet- 
ous,  but  self-denying — valuing  money  at  its  just  standard, 
and  looking  to  steadfast  labour  as  the  surest  means  of  suc- 
cess. Incidentally  (if  only  incidentally)  the  secret  and 
sinister  influences  of  money  upon  conduct,  are  also  suggested 
in  the  mechanical  avarice  of  Beck — the  habitual  degrada- 
tion of  Grabman  —  incidentally  they  even  apply  to  the 
career  of  the  two  arch  criminals  themselves — covetousness 
and  impatience  are  twin  elements  in  the  grasping,  hollow 
character  of  the  scoundrel  Varney,  "alieni  appetens,  sui 
profusus,"  with  the  cold  heart  of  the  miser — the  rank  lusts 
of  the  spendthrift.  Impatience  to  attain  to  the  end,  which 
her  selfish  love  for  Mainwaring  suggests,  is  the  first  cause 
of  those  criminal  desires  in  Lucretia,  which  are  the  germs 
of  her  criminal  deeds,  and  by  which  she  first  permits  her- 
self to  encourage  the  contemplation  of  a  human  life  as  an 
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obstacle  in  her  way.  And  with  all  her  constitutional  indif- 
ference to  money  in  itself,  so  much  is  money  mixed  up 
with  men's  fellest,  as  their  noblest  designs,  that  it  is  for 
the  coveted  inheritance  of  her  son,  for  the  power  money 
can  bestow,  that  her  crowning  and  most  hideous  guilt  is 
principally  conceived  and  accomplished.  If  it  be  said  that 
these  are  not  the  patent  and  obvious  influences  of  money, 
I  reply  that,  even  in  my  earlier  design,  such  indirect  influ- 
ences were  not  those  which  I  stated  it  to  be  my  intention 
to  depict.  The  broad  characteristics,  whether  of  a  Harpa- 
gon,  a  Beverley,  or  an  Heir  of  Lynn,  have  been  sufficiently 
portrayed.  I  spoke  emphatically  of  a  former  design  to 
trace  rather  "  the  strange  and  secret  ways  in  which  that 
arch  civiliser,  familiarly  called  money,  insinuates  itself 
into  our  thoughts  and  motives,  our  hearts  and  actions." 
But  all  I  professed  in  this  work,  was  to  take  advantage  of 
incidental  opportunities  of  suggesting  such  lessons — and  I 
have  now  shown  that  I  have  fulfilled  my  intention  to  the 
extent  of  my  engagement. 

The  deeper,  sterner,  and  more  tragical  design  to  be  found 
in  the  crimes  that  form  the  staple  of  the  narrative,  I  did 
not  detail  in  my  preface,  partly  because  I  trusted  it  might 
be  sufficiently  obvious  to  the  more  intelligent  reader,  partly 
because  it  could  not  have  been  explained  without  imperti- 
nently forestalling  the  plot,  and  could  not  well  have  been 
understood  till  the  volumes  were  closed,  and  the  mind  could 
look  back  upon  the  whole.  I  was  mistaken,  it  seems,  in 
my  first  reason  for  silence,  and  I  have  no  longer  the  motive 
for  the  second.  Here  let  me  pause  for  a  moment,  and  en- 
deavour to  remove  from  the  mind  of  the  reader  the  prin- 
cipal obstacle  I  apprehend  in  the  way  of  his  candid  judg- 
ment. 

Colley  Gibber  tells  us,  in  his  amusing  autobiography,  that 
in  his  time  actors  did  not  like  to  represent  the  parts  of 
villains,  "  lest  in  some  sort  they  should  be  confounded  with 
the  persons  represented,"  and,  indeed,  that  the  audience 
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themselves  "  were  shy  of  giving  applause  to  lago,  lest  they 
should  be  looked  on  as  abettors  of  the  wickedness  in  view." 
Nay,  "  the  Master  of  the  Revels,  who  then  licensed  plays 
for  the  stage,  would  strike  out  whole  scenes,  where  a  vicious 
and  immoral  character  was  introduced,  however  visibly  it 
were  shown  that  it  was  to  be  afterwards  punished  or  re- 
formed." Once,  much  to  poor  Colley's  dismay,  this  wise 
Master  of  the  Revels  struck  out  the  whole  of  the  first  act 
of  Richard  III.,  "  without  leaving  a  line  of  it."  In  vain 
was  the  prayer  "  for  a  speech  or  two,  that  the  other  four 
acts  might  limp  on  with  a  little  less  absurdity."  The 
Master  of  the  Revels  was  obdurate,  "  and  so  the  play  was 
positively  acted  for  some  -years  without  the  first  act  at  all !" 
Now  something,  perhaps,  of  this  prejudice  still  exists  in 
the  public  ;  when  the  author  has  presented  some  character 
of  villany  to  their  eyes,  perhaps  they  are  still  shy  of  their 
applause,  "lest  they  be  looked  upon  as  abettors  of  the 
wickedness  described."  Nay,  perhaps,  the  more  life-like 
and  truthful  the  villany,  the  greater  the  dread  of  being 
entrapped  into  owning  the  faithful  colours  of  the  author, 
and  the  easier,  by  some  artful  foe  in  the  house,  they  may 
be  led  into  venting  on  the  writer  some  part  of  the  resent- 
ment which  he  designedly  raised  against  his  creations.  This 
is  like  beheading  Dr  Guillotine  by  the  very  machine  he  in- 
tended, out  of  the  least  truculent  motives,  for  the  more 
artistic  decapitation  of  felons.  I  must  entreat,  however,  the 
reader  to  lay  aside  that  prejudice,  which,  however  amiable, 
is  certainly  unjust,  and  dissociate  entirely  the  idea  of  what 
is  due  to  the  author,  from  the  sense  of  what  is  due  to  the 
characters  whom  the  author  has  purposely  submitted  to 
abhorrence.  He  does  not  the  less  hate  the  crimes,  because 
he  has  sought,  in  presenting,  to  deduce  from  them  what 
warnings  they  may  convey :  and  he  is  about  now  more 
clearly  to  explain  what  moral,  perhaps  not  unprofitable, 
may  come,  clear  and  fair,  from  the  guilt  it  has  shocked  the 
good  to  behold. 


342  A  WORD   TO   THE  PUBLIC. 

When  the  chief  materials  for  the  gloomier  part  of  this 
tale  were  submitted  to  me,  in  the  lives,  writings,  and  cor- 
respondence of  the  two  persons  represented  under  the  names 
of  Lucretia  and  Varney,  that  which  made  upon  me  the 
deepest  and  most  startling  impression  was  the  degree  of 
intellectual  cultivation  which  accompanied  and  heightened 
their  ineffable  guilt.  We  are  so  accustomed  to  consider 
crime  the  hideous  offspring  of  ignorance,  that  when  we  find 
it  accompanied  by  much  literary  instruction,  it  startles  the 
wonder  of  the  indifferent,  and  rouses  the  inquiry  of  those 
who  love  to  explore  the  workings  of  the  human  mind. 

The  person  whose  guilt  is  certainly  not  exaggerated  in 
Varney,  was  an  artist,  a  musician,  a  critic,  and  a  writer  of 
liveliness  and  versatility.  In  his  correspondence,  he  appears 
to  have  skimmed  the  surface  of  a  large  and  various  reading 
— speaks  familiarly  of  Kant,  and  hints  at  a  translation  of 
Schelling.  In  the  correspondence  of  the  original  from 
whom  is  drawn  the  Lucretia  of  the  fiction,  are  apparent  a 
cultivation  more  elaborate,  and  faculties  more  formidable. 
These  were  facts  not  to  be  got  over.  Some  lesson,  like  all 
facts,  they  must  convey.  And  I  searched  for  that  lesson  as 
a  physician  may  watch  some  fearful  disease,  so  rare  indeed 
in  itself,  that  his  deductions  might  never  be  applied  to  one 
precisely  similar,  but  which,  if  comprehended  and  detailed, 
might  add  to  the  general  stores  of  pathology,  and  unravel 
some  of  the  more  mysterious  complications  of  the  human 
frame.  It  is  ever  painful  to  believe  in  the  union  of  mental 
cultivation  with  cruel  propensities  or  moral  depravity ;  still, 
the  fact  of  such  a  union  rises  out  from  every  page  in  the 
varying  chronicles  of  history.  Sometimes  the  most  ruthless 
exterminator  is  found  in  one  who  has  armed  himself  against 
his  kind  with  all  the  learning  of  his  age  ;  and  the  accom- 
plishments of  a  woman  have  been  interwoven  with  the  fero- 
cities of  a  savage.  The  most  sanguinary  tyrant  of  ancient 
Greece  so  cultivated  the  reasoning  faculties  he  perverted, 
as  to  induce  the  popular  error  to  class  him  amongst  the 
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sages  ;  Nero  had  stored  his  cruel  and  sensual  mind  with  the 
very  accomplishments  supposed  most  to  humanise  and 
soften  ;  everything  that  his  time  could  teach  him,  refined 
into  system  the  atrocities  of  Caesar  Borgia  ;  Tiptoft,  Earl  of 
Worcester,  surpassed  the  most  ruthless  in  an  age  of  barbar- 
ity, yet  "with  his  head,"  say  the  chroniclers,  "fell  half 
the  scholarship  of  England  ; "  Richard  III.  brought  to  the 
fierce,  unlettered  straggles  of  his  day  the  arts  of  Italy  and 
the  learning  of  Utrecht.  Happily,  the  moral  to  be  drawn 
from  these  colossal  criminals  is,  the  utter  failure  of  the  very 
intellect  so  perverted  and  misused.  And  as,  whatever  our 
inclination  to  the  contrary,  we  cannot  deny  that  in  private 
individuals  the  same  discordant  and  dismal  union  of  culti- 
vated intellect  and  corrupted  conscience  does  sometimes, 
though  rarely,  exist,  let  us  deduce  from  biography  and 
fiction  the  same  salutary  truth  that  consoles  us  in  history. 
History  makes  clear  the  fact  and  loud  the  warning.  Is  it 
wrong  for  fiction,  that  history  of  the  inner  heart,  to  do  the 
same  ? — to  show  the  nothingness  and  impotence  of  intellect, 
even  in  the  attainment  of  its  own  intellectual  aims,  when  it 
once  admits  crime  as  its  agency — to  show  how  useless,  nay, 
pernicious,  to  the  guilty  possessor  is  the  very  mental  power 
he  thus  desecrates  and  perverts — to  show  that  goodness  and 
genial  affection  are  essential  to  the  triumph  and  fruitfulness 
of  all  that  mind  may  plot  for,  and  force  would  command  ? 
For  these  lessons,  it  might,  be  as  permissible  to  dive  into  the 
guilt  of  Lucretia  as  into  that  of  the  Prince  of  Valentinois  ; 
and  expose  in  the  humbler  villain  of  our  own  day  the  same 
attributes  of  character,  the  same  alliance  of  the  sensual  and 
the  cruel,  the  effeminate  and  unsparing,  which  may  startle 
us  in  the  imperial  poisoner  and  parricide  of  old.  It  is  only 
"  the  property-man  "  of  the  stage  that  sees  grandeur  but  in 
the  crown  or  the  toga.  Strip  off  the  externals.  We  have  a 
right  to  compare  men  with  men. 

I  wished,  then,  to  show  the  fate  of  intelligence  abused  to 
the  ends  of  guilt.    Somewhat  of  this  had  already  been 
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shadowed  out,  as  I  have  said,  in  the  tale  of  '  Eugene  Aram.' 
I  sought  now  to  follow  the  inquiry  it  suggested  into  wider 
tracks,  and  into  yet  more  comprehensive  results.  With 
two  out  of  the  three  great  divisions  of  human  intelligence, 
facts  supplied  me ;  I  drew  from  invention  for  the  third. 

In  Dalibard,  the  intention  was  to  portray  the  wary,  cal- 
culating, and  laborious  intellect,  which,  rightly  directed, 
leads  to  science ;  in  Varney,  the  versatile,  lively,  impression- 
able fancy  which,  purified  and  guided,  may  conduct  to  art ; 
in  Lucretia,  the  energy  and  active  will,  which,  nobly  stimu- 
lated and  trained,  may  lead  to  eminence  and  success  in  the 
outward  concerns  of  life. 

All  these  intellects  had  but  to  be  honest  to  succeed.  Each 
of  these  intellects  divorces  itself  early  from  all  interests  but 
its  own.  Each  works  and  plots  solely  for  objects  identified 
with  itself.  Each  admits  crime  for  its  agency ;  and  from 
that  moment  all  three,  so  essentially  distinct,  are  merged 
in  one  common  infamy  and  degradation — from  that  moment 
every  effort  of  the  intellect  itself  becomes  a  failure ;  and 
time  and  justice,  and  the  truth  of  things,  crush  them  beneath 
the  Alps  they  themselves  have  created.  In  the  minutiae  of 
treatment,  all  ground  for  such  mischief,  as  the  most  cautious 
might  apprehend,  in  instructing  depravity  (if  depravity 
such  a  book  should  ever  reach)  as  to  the  materials  at  its 
command,  has  been  so  studiously  avoided,  that  the  reader 
will  perceive  the  uniform  care  with  which  the  possible 
attainment  of  those  materials  has  been  placed  out  of  the 
reach  of  the  guilty ;  the  temporary  success  that  attends  the 
poisons  employed  by  the  murderers  is  made  to  depend 
solely  on  their  selection  of  no  drug  to  be  procured  by  com- 
monplace villany — in  the  secrets  of  chemical  compounds, 
which  at  no  shop  could  be  purchased,  of  which  no  hint  is 
conveyed,  except  that  only  by  chemistry,  the  most  erudite 
and  skilful,  they  can  possibly  be  combined.  Rather  than 
incur,  however  innocently,  the  possibility  of  supplying  to 
one  "  morbid  idiosyncrasy "  the  agencies  at  the  service  of 
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these  modern  Borgias,  I  have  willingly  invited  the  much 
more  plausible  accusation  of  far-fetched  and  impracticable 
devices,  if  ever  existing,  wholly  lost  to  the  invention, 
wholly  out  of  the  command,  of  guilt  in  the  age  in  which 
we  live. 

I  said  in  my  preface  that  the  originals  from  whom  I  had 
drawn  had  as  little  as  imagination  can  conceive  to  redeem 
their  guilt.  And  this,  I  trust,  I  have  sternly  kept  in  view. 
I  have  never  once  held  them  up  to  compassion.  I  have  left 
them  that  degree  of  ability  which  was  justified  by  facts ; 
not  elevated  into  the  genius  with  which,  as  in  history,  we 
find  such  criminality  is  not  accompanied.  It  has  been 
even  reproached  to  me  that  I  have  not  given  them  genius, 
and  that  all  their  cunning,  instruction,  or  audacity  avails 
them  not  for  worldly  success.  Why,  that  was  precisely  one 
truth  that  I  aimed  at !  The  Borgias  and  the  Eichards  fall 
short  of  genius,  but  have  ability  sufficient  to  have  won 
them  some  distinction  in  good,  and  powerful  only  for  de- 
struction when  applied  to  evil.  I  have  never  suffered 
ability  so  debased  to  pass  into  the  command  of  admiration 
— I  have  shown  how  impotent  it  was  to  lessen  one  atom  of 
our  detestation,  though  sufficient  (if  such  art  be  in  the 
writer)  to  accompany  detestation  with  terror.  Pressed  into 
the  service  of  Death,  Mind  itself  grows  grim  and  hateful  as 
the  king  that  it  serves. 

"  Black  it  stands  as  Night, 

Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  hell, 

And  shakes  a  deadly  dart ! " 

These  Children  of  Night,  by  the  paths  they  themselves  have 
chosen,  are  conducted  to  catastrophes  which,  while  punish- 
ing them  the  most  in  the  sin  each  had  most  favoured,  was 
that  which  each  (could  the  soul  have  foreseen  it)  would  have 
regarded  as  the  most  fearful  and  appalling.  Dalibard,  the 
coward  and  the  calculator,  shrinking  from  all  physical 
danger,  and  using  his  holiest  relationships  but  as  tools  to  his 
purpose,  is  betrayed  at  the  hearth  he  had  desecrated,  and 
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butchered  by  the  dull  ruffian  he  had  duped.  Varney,  who 
had  prostituted  the  perfection  of  his  physical  senses  to  their 
vilest  gratifications,  luxurious  amidst  his  infamy,  effeminate 
in  despite  of  his  animal  audacity,  is  sentenced  to  the  coarsest 
of  hardships,  the  vilest  of  labour,  chained  to  -the  most 
loathsome  of  malefactors,  doomed  to  all  that  the  senses, 
most  pampered,  would  shudder  from  the  most ;  all  that  the 
fancy,  so  perverted,  could  body  forth  of  horror  and  despair. 
Lucretia,  who  had  made  on  earth  no  god  but  the  intellect, 
is  cursed  in  the  intellect — smitten  down  below  the  brutes, 
but  with  the  consciousness  of  the  mortal — retaining,  amidst 
the  ruins  of  all  the  past,  only  the  image  of  her  crime,  stand- 
ing face  to  face  with  it,  as  a  visible  thing.  Surely  these 
punishments  are  as  appalling  and  as  appropriate  to  the 
guilt  as  poetic  justice  can  command !  And  beside  them, 
the  gibbet  is  mercy  and  reprieve. 

The  delineation,  then,  of  these  three  arch  criminals,  was 
not  the  indulgence  of  any  idle  or  morbid  affection  for  the 
contemplation  of  guilt  in  itself;  it  was  but  undertaken  for 
an  honest  and  serious  purpose.  And  a  thoughtful  reader 
will  perceive,  that  even  the  more  subordinate  images  of  evil 
introduced  were  in  accordance  with  one  earnest  and  elaborate 
design.  The  dull  and  villanous  brutality  of  the  grave- 
stealer,  for  instance,  forms  no  superfluous  figure  on  the 
gloomy  canvass,  nor,  in  chaining  that  sordid  ruffian  to  the 
more  pampered  miscreant,  is  the  idea  of  befitting  punish- 
ment to  the  last  alone  enforced.  But  in  confounding  in  one 
lowest  abyss  of  human  degradation  the  man  in  whom  no 
nobler  faculty  has  ever  been  awakened,  and  the  man  to 
whom  all  faculties  sufficing  for  the  perception  of  good  have 
been  given,  and  by  whom  they  have  been  voluntarily  per- 
verted to  odious  and  execrable  ends,  it  was  sought  to  convey 
a  truth,  suggestive  of  no  unprofitable  reflections. 

That  wise  man,  Dr  Slop,  in  discussing  Yorick's  Sermon, 
contends  that  the  Roman  Catholic  Sermons  "  have  greatly 
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the  advantage;  that  they  never  introduce  any  character 
below  a  patriarch,  or  a  patriarch's  wife,  or  a  martyr,  or  a 
saint.  '  There  are  some  very  bad  characters  in  this,  how- 
ever,' said  my  father,  '  and  I  do  not  think  the  sermon  is  a 
jot  the  worse  for  'em.' " 

Perhaps  Mr  Shandy  in  this  was  a  better  judge  than  Dr 
Slop. 

I  contend,  then,  and  I  think  that  I  have  proved,  that  the 
design  of  this  book  of  the  "  Children  of  Night "  was  con- 
formable to  the  laws  of  fiction  and  the  truths  of  history ; 
that  the  moral  it  enforces  is  serious  and  impressive,  not 
the  less  for  the  pain  it  bequeaths ;  that  it  can  but  deepen 
the  horror  of  guilt,  and  the  dread  of  its  consequences ;  that 
it  can  but  preach  wholesome  lessons  to  the  intellect,  and 
awaken  lively  self-examination  in  the  heart ;  and  that  there 
is  not  a  single  attempt  to  create  for  the  criminals  any  interest 
save  that  of  terror  and  suspense  in  their  deeds,*  or  to  per- 
vert for  one  instant  the  channels  of  sympathy  from  their 
legitimate  source. 

I  have  been  told,  indeed,  that  though  these  dark  social 
phenomena  may  exist,  they  are  too  peculiar,  too  rare,  for 
moral  or  artistical  treatment.  Perhaps  such  critics  would 
never  have  made  the  charge  had  they  been  aware  of  the 
compliment  it  implies.  Every  man  really  a  critic  in  art, 
knows  that  rare  truths  are  more  important  than  frequent 
ones.  "  The  teaching  of  Nature,"  says  one  who  has 
thoroughly  mastered  the  subject  he  treats  of,  "  is  as  varied 
and  infinite  as  it  is  constant,  and  the  duty  of  the  painter  is 
to  watch  for  every  one  of  her  lessons,  and  to  give  (for  human 
life  can  admit  of  nothing  more)  those  in  which  she  has 

*  By  a  strange  inconsistency,  the  very  parties  that  reproached 
me  for  blending  some  redeeming  good  qualities  with  the  offences  of 
Paul  Clifford  and  the  crime  of  Eugene  Aram,  reproach  me  for  the 
opposite  fault  of  leaving  the  wickedness  of  Varney  and  Lucretia 
utterly  unredeemed. 
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manifested  each  of  her  principles  in  the  most  striking  and 
peculiar  way.  The  rarer  his  phenomena,  the  more  valuable 
his  works  will  be."  Not,  indeed,  that  we  must  delineate 
the  rare  alone.  "  Both  the  frequent  and  the  rare  are  parts 
of  the  same  great  system ;  to  give  either  exclusively  is  im- 
perfect truth."  If  these  "  Children  of  Night "  are  happily 
rare  deviations  from  the  order  established  below,  they  do 
not  occupy  the  whole  of  my  canvass,  and  they  are  surrounded 
with  images  more  bright,  and,  I  believe,  more  frequent.  Is 
there  nothing  innocent  in  Helen  1  nothing  frank  and  pure 
in  the  youth  of  Percy  ?  nothing  honest  and  upright  in  John 
Ardworth  ?  nothing  benevolent  in  Fielden  ?  nothing  ami- 
able and  genial  in  Sir  Miles  St  John  ?  And  as  the  general 
disposition  and  tendencies  of  an  author  are  not  to  be  judged 
by  one  work  alone,  so  I  may  venture  to  invite  those  who 
have  really  read  me,  to  add  to  the  contrast  of  the  gloom  and 
guilt  depicted  in  *  Lucretia '  whatever  of  gentler  fancies 
they  may  remember  in  the  '  Pilgrims  of  the  Rhine '  of  at- 
tempts to  symbolise  the  beauty  of  Art  in  the  romance  of 
'  Zanoni,'  or  to  embody  the  steadfast  virtue  of  practical  life 
in  the  Mordaunt  of  the  '  Disowned.'  And  if  they  will  per- 
mit their  thoughts  to  wander  for  a  moment  through  the 
whole  range  of  my  writings,  they  will  own  at  least  that, 
whatever  their  faults,  they  are  not  to  be  accused  of  same- 
ness in  the  characters,  nor  of  monotony  in  treatment. 

*  Lucretia '  I  confess  to  be  a  painful  book ;  all  delinea- 
tion of  fearful  crime,  and  the  ruin  it  entails,  must  necessarily 
be  so.     If,  in  its  treatment,  I  have  overstepped  the  true 
limits  of  terror,  that  may  be  an  error  in  art,  but  not  one 
(be  it  remembered  and  distinguished)  in  moral  tendency 
and  design.* 

There  is  this  distinction  between  the  old  tragedy  and  the 

*  In  the  present  edition  it  will  be  seen  that  the  author  has  en- 
deavoured, by  an  alteration  in  the  catastrophe,  to  lighten  the  pain 
which  the  earlier  cast  of  the  work  had  produced. 
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new.  With  the  Greek,  Fate  was  the  main  instrument  of 
woe  and  crime  ; — so  with  the  Greek,  there  was  little  need 
of  mental  analysis — little  need  to  show  from  what  errors  of 
his  own  man  suffered  and  sinned.  Fate  stalked  across  his 
way  or  stood  upon  his  hearth — his  fell  and  irresistible  foe. 
An  oracle  declared  he  should  murder,  a  god  led  his  steps  to 
his  doom.  But,  with  us,  guilt  or  woe  has  its  source  in  our- 
selves. Our  conscience  is  our  oracle,  our  deeds  shape  our 
fate.  And  though,  in  a  few  rare  instances,  modern  writers 
have  still  had  recourse  to  the  iron  deity  of  old,  it  is  obvious 
that  unless  the  instrumentality  of  a  power  which  we  cannot 
influence  and  control  be  most  sparingly  and  cautiously  em- 
ployed, we  should  seem  to  sanction  the  dangerous  principle 
that  we  are  the  passive  and  unconscious  tools,  not  the  active 
and  reasoning  contrivers,  of  the  evil  that  conducts  us  to  the 
abyss.  Hence  arises  the  imperious  necessity,  for  those  who 
resort  to  the  sources  of  tragedy,  and  trace  from  them  the 
channels  of  woe  or  guilt,  to  search  narrowly  and  patiently 
(often,  it  may  be,  with  distaste  to  themselves)  into  all  that 
is  dark  and  hidden  in  the  mechanism  of  the  mind  for  the 
causes  of  evil,  and  the  links  between  the  thought  and  the 
sin.  And  thus  in  proportion  to  the  crime  they  depict,  and 
the  destruction  it  effects,  must  be  the  gloom  of  the  impres- 
sion they  create,  and  the  degree  of  pain  they  inflict.  If,  in 
the  narrative  of  these  "  Children  of  Night," — if,  as  some 
assert,  "  its  horror  is  burlesque,"  and  its  treatment  "  excites 
rather  ridicule  than  awe," — if,  as  I  am  assured  by  others,  it 
is  "  dulness  upon  dulness,"  "  nothing  graphic  in  the  pic- 
tures," "  nothing  striking  in  the  incidents," — then,  though 
its  moral  cannot  be  pernicious,  I  have  certainly  failed  to 
render  it  instructive.  But  if  it  bequeaths  (as  the  facts  on 
which  it  is  founded  should  enable  it  to  do)  the  effect  of 
tragedy  thoroughly  in  earnest — a  sensation  of  terror  that 
oppresses  the  more  from  the  conviction  that  reality  lies 
beneath  the  fiction — a  relief  in  the  heartfelt  detestation  of 
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the  crime  from  which  the  terror  proceeds — a  dread  of  "  the 
destructive  power"  which  is  the  essence  of  the  hateful  com- 
bination between  intellect  and  guilt,  and  a  desire  to  rush 
for  escape  to  the  cheerful  atmosphere  of  good, — then  does 
this  book  come,  at  least,  within  the  allotted  limits  of  the 
art  that  is  built  upon  terror,  and  sanctions  its  connection 
with  pain  and  distress,*  and  then  does  it  attain  to  those 
moral  effects  which  are  produced  by  the  means  of  the 
passions. 

The  moral  conveyed  in  all  works  of  the  imagination,  is 
in  part  distinct  and  immediate,  in  part  also  it  is  untraceable, 
distant,  and  indirect.  And.  this  latter  part  is  perhaps  the 
most  really  valuable  and  efficient.  Ask  any  thoughtful  and 
educated  man,  what  works  have  produced  the  most  marked 
and  recognised  influence  on  his  conduct,  and  I  believe  he 
will  never  name  a  fiction  or  a  poem.  Next,  and  unspeak- 
ably subordinate,  to  the  more  sacred  monitors  whose  coun- 
sel he  reverently  obeys,  he  will  tell  us,  perhaps,  of  some 
homely  treatise,  or  some  artless  biography.  But  ask  that 
man  to  dissociate  from  the  general  influences  on  his  con- 
duct whatever  he  may  have  learned  from  the  pages  of 

*  In  quoting  the  following  passage,  it  is  not  with  the  presump- 
tion of  advancing  any  claim  to  the  high  attainment  of  which  men- 
tion is  made,  but  simply  to  show  that,  in  the  judgment  of  a  very 
eminent  critic,  art  finds  in  distress  one  ingredient  of  the  sublime  ; 
and  though,  of  course,  an  effect  is  not  sublime  because  it  is  dis- 
tressing, yet  at  least  it  is  not  an  offence  to  art  that  the  sensation 
of  distress  is  occasioned.  Though  a  writer  may  make  no  pretence 
to  the  sublime,  he  may  still  apply  for  such  effects  as  his  degree  of 
power  permits  him  to  produce  to  whatever  are  suggested  as  its 
sources.  "  Of  feeling,  little  more  can  be  said,  than  that  the  idea  of 
bodily  pain  in  all  the  modes  and  degrees  of  labour,  pain,  anguish, 
torment,  is  productive  of  the  sublime,  and  nothing  else  in  this 
sense  can  produce  it." — "Its  strongest  emotion  (that  of  the  sub- 
lime) is  an  emotion  of  distress,  and  no  pleasure  from  a  positive 
cause  belongs  to  it." — Burke  '  On  the  Sublime  and  Beautiful,'  part 
ii.  sect.  22. 
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poetry  and  fiction,  and  he  will  doubtless  tell  you  it  is  im- 
possible. He  will  acknowledge  how  much,  yet  how  insen- 
sibly, they  have  strengthened  his  moral  impressions — how 
much  they  have  suggested  reflections  that  brighten  his  per- 
ceptions of  truths — how  much  they  have  added  to  that 
general  knowledge  of  the  heart  which  has  set  emotion  on 
its  guard,  and  animated  into  generous  passion  his  love  for 
the  noble  and  the  good — his  scorn  for  the  sordid  and  the 
evil.  And  this  it  is,  I  presume,  that  some -writer  intended 
to  express  when  he  finely  asked,  "  Who  amongst  us  now 
living  can  tell  what  he  would  have  been  if  Shakespeare  had 
never  existed  ? " 

None  of  my  readers  will  ever,  I  know,  have  to  resist  one 
temptation  to  a  villany  a  millionth  part  so  hateful  as  that 
described  in  '  Lucretia'  as  a  monstrous  phenomenon.  But 
in  the  struggles  of  life,  the  minor  seductions  of  evil  are 
often  repelled  by  the  lively  horror  derived  from  the  doom 
which  poet  or  tale-teller  has  assigned  to  concessions  to  the 
greater.  If  this  were  not  so,  the  gigantic  and  unfamiliar 
crimes  depicted  on  the  heroic  stage,  would  be  biit  idle 
exaggerations.  Who  amongst  the  audience  that  listen  to 
'  Macbeth'  will  have  to  wade  through  blood  to  a  throne, 
yet  who  may  not  have  some  selfish  object  his  ambition 
would  promote,  and  be  tempted  by  the  meaner  "  juggles  of 
the  fiend  ? "  In  the  picture  of  a  crime  dwells  the  warning 
to  an  error.  Divers  and  specious  are  the  allurements  to 
attain  to  ends  coveted  by  the  intellect,  through  means  more 
or  less  disapproved  by  the  conscience  ;  and  not  unsalutary 
may  be  the  true  lesson  to  be  derived  from  '  Lucretia'  if  the 
impressions  it  bequeaths,  though  vague  and  unanalysed, 
serve  to  quicken  the  instantaneous  conviction  that  all  which 
defiles  the  conscience  defeats  and  defrauds  the  intellect. 

"  The  first  step  passed,  compels  us  on  to  more,' 
And  guilt  proves /ate,  which  was  but  choice  before." 

A  task  reluctantly  undertaken  is  now  fulfilled.    I  have 
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shown  that  it  is  uncharitable  and  rash  to  decide  in  haste 
against  the  moral  purposes  of  writers  who  have  no  object 
to  deprave — I  have  shown  the  laws  and  examples  which 
render  justifiable  in  fiction  the  delineations  of  crime — I 
have  exposed  the  falsity  of  the  charge  so  reiterated  against 
myself,  that  habitually,  and  by  preference,  I  have  made 
criminals  my  heroes — I  have  shown  that,  out  of  sixteen 
fictions,  to  three  only  can  this  charge  be  applied.  T  have, 
I  trust,  made  it  manifest,  that  each  of  these  three  will  bear 
the  test  of  the  strictest  reference  to  the  due  restrictions  to 
be  placed  upon  their  treatment  and  design  ;  that  no  sophis- 
try has  been  employed  to.  vindicate  the  crime  ;  that  the 
crime  has  not  been  of  that  nature  in  which  the  narrative 
needs,  or  has  found,  inflammatory  appeals  to  the  more 
tempting  passions — obtruding  the  presentation  of  licentious 
images,  and  clothing  itself  in  a  garb  which  rather  allures 
than  revolts  ;  and,  finally,  I  trust  I  have  made  it  clear  to 
the  reader,  that  such  stern  and  sombre  subjects  have  not 
been  undertaken  without  the  befitting  gravity  of  thoughtful 
and  earnest  purpose. 

If  I  have  not  entered  at  length  into  the  subjects  of  my 
other  works,  it  is  because  such  self-criticism  would  have 
been  unpardonable,  unless  for  the  imperative  necessities  of 
self-defence — each  singly  considered,  their  moral  tendencies 
and  objects  have  been  tacitly  admitted,  or  only  vaguely 
assailed  ;  and  the  reader  will  acknowledge,  that  in  mainly 
confining  myself  to  those  works  in  which  criminals  have 
been  made  the  predominant  characters,  I  have  fairly  and 
honestly  met  the  gravamen  of  the  charge  that  has  been 
urged  against  me.  The  rest  of  my  writings,  therefore,  I 
confidently  leave  to  the  recollections  of  the  general  reader  ; 
and  though,  amongst  works  so  numerous,  commenced  at  so 
early  an  age,  and  comprehending  delineations  of  life,  with 
its  manners  and  its  passions,  so  widely  various,  there  may 
occur,  unavoidably,  some  errors  of  judgment,  some  passages 
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too  lightly  considered  (and  what  writer  could  bear  a 
malignant  research  through  more  than  forty  volumes,  made 
with  a  design  of  interpreting  every  sentence  to  the  worst  ?) 
— yet  I  am  convinced  that  the  result  of  any  candid  survey 
would  establish  the  fact,  that  all  those  works  were  conceived 
with  the  heartfelt  desire  to  minister,  however  humbly,  to 
truth  and  good,  and  executed  with  a  reverent  care  to  un- 
settle no  man's  mind  as  to  the  clear  principles  of  religion, 
or  the  broad  distinctions  which  the  conscience  has  estab- 
lished between  what  we  should  aspire  to  and  what  we 
should  avoid. 

This  vindication,  which,  I  think,  has  been  conducted  in 
that  fair  spirit  of  dispassionate  argument  which  I  prescribed 
to  myself  at  the  commencement,  shall  be  sent  to  those 
whose  charges,  less  temperately  made,  have  called  it  forth. 
It  is  at  their  option  to  treat  it  with  silence — or,  if  it  so 
please  them,  in  the  same  tone,  and  with  recourse  to  the 
same  arts,  by  which  they  have  previously  sought  to  pervert 
my  meaning,  and  degrade  my  name  ;  or  why  should  I  think 
so  ill,  even  of  enemies,  as  not  to  hope  that  some  amongst 
them,  at  least,  while  retaining  fairly  their  opinion  of  the 
literary  demerits  of  my  writings,  may  retract  what  alone  I 
have  the  right  to  complain  of — viz.,  heedless  and  uncon- 
sidered  misstatements  as  to  their  honest  tendency  and  de- 
sign ?  Be  this  as  it  may — though  the  wrong  that  has  been 
done  me  may  not,  and  cannot,  be  readily  and  lightly  re- 
paired— though  I  am  aware  that  many  who  never  read  my 
works  have  yet  read,  and  may  be  long  impressed  by,  the 
attacks  of  their  assailants — that  many  more  who  have  read 
both  the  works  and  the  attacks  will  never  read  this  expla- 
nation of  the  one  and  this  reply  to  the  other — nay,  even 
though  these  pages,  like  the  works  that  preceded  them,  may 
be  garbled  and  distorted  from  their  meaning, — yet  I  am 
immovably  persuaded  that,  from  few  to  more,  from  the 
segment  to  the  circle,  the  main  truths  I  have  stated  will 
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gradually,  but  surely,  penetrate  and  extend  ;  and  that, 
whatever  literary  faults  and  blemishes  in  my  writings  may 
be  justly  condemned,  soon  or  late,  the  author  will  be  held 
to  have  given  an  unanswerable  vindication  of  the  legitimate 
selection  of  his  materials,  and  his  conscientious  sense  of  his 
more  serious  responsibilities. 


THE     END. 
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